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NO CALLERS 


GETTING READY 
FOR MR GRANMORE 


a butler but no doubt warm on a hot 
day. His companion, called Laura, is 
a blonde of 19, a very prety girl with 
a soft, sensitive looking mouth und 
masses of thick, wavy com-coloured 
hair. She is wearing a blouse and skirt 
with low-hecled shoes, 


Yes, Mr Simford,” she says in a 
docile, uncertain sort of voice. Unger 
tain because she is new. New to the 
employ of Mr Granmore who in fact 
She has not yet met, having been hired 
through an agency Mr Simford has 
met her at the station and driven her 
‘through narrow roads and then leafy 
Janes to finally this house, the Hall In 
through open iron gates and then a 
glimpse of grounds perhaps somewhat 
‘overgrown with the fertility of summer. 
‘The house itself seems to be empty, the 
corridors echoing. The staff perhaps 
are away until Mr Granmore's return. 
Somewhere, though, there must at last 
be Mrs Mingley: she is the housekeeper 
who is going to alter Laura's uniform, 
if that is necessary. Mr Granmore likes 
to see a maid with a nice snug fit to her 
uniform, Mr Simford has said. Mr 
Simford from the brief acquaintance 
ths far seems to be a pleasant enough 
gentleman. Not really a gentleman of 
course but to Laura's eye undoubted: 
ly a very important person because he 
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airy. One section of the wide bay win 
dow is open allowing a pleasant tle 
breeze from the garden 10 enter 
welcome on this warm summer after. 


on. is a sitting room of sorts, with 
a deep-red brocaded casy chair the 
focal point, To one side of the chair is 
a large built-in cupboard with a mir. 
For door, this slightly ajar. Opposite, 
against the wall, is a small rosewood 
table with drawers, Mr Simford places 
his hat on the table as they enter, and 
briefly strokes a finger across his 
forehead. It is a warm afternoon. Bet 
ween the table and the red chair a 
largish travelling trunk has been 
deposited on the floor, on the polish- 
ed bare boards beyond the carpet. 


Mr Granmore is back tomorrow,’ Mr 
Simford says. "So we'll certainly have 
to get things ship-shape by then. But 
I think Arst of all FI get those 
measurements. Then Mrs Mingley can 
make any lite alterations necessary to 
your uniform. Mr Granmore is very 
particular about a gir" uniform fining 
Snugly. The master is a very particular 
gentleman altogether of course. 


Mr Simford, fiftyish. is formally dress 
ed in a morning suit, appropriate for 


and it does 
of rampant 
u here and 


Towers in a border — lupins — but it 
is certainly overgrown as if the place 
has been deserted for weeks I ha bit 
ceri, and now. 


Laura tums at the sound of steps. Mr 
Simford again, now carrying 
something. "Not started, Laura? hope 
we're not going to be a dreamy sort of 
gir who doesn't do what we're told 
Mmmm? Here, this is the dress but | 
don't want you to put it on yet. We 
need to take measurements first. But 
you can put the other things on. The 
Knickers, and the stockings and 
suspender beit. Now look sharp this 
time. When [come back in five minutes 
T want you like that, is that clear” 


Laura says an apologetic and slightly 
pink-faced, "Yes Mr Simford.” She 
Should have done what she was told and 
‘certainly she doesn't wat to give a bad 
impression right at the beginning, that 
she is dreamy or lazy or anything else. 
T was just that., it is all new and con- 
fusing. Her head at times has a rolling. 
around feeling, as if she is in a dream. 
She shakes her head and steps towards 
what Me Simford has placed on the red 
chair. She had better look sharp and not 
be in a dream. Picking up the dress. 
Isle black silk dress, clearly very 
short, edged with white lace, There are 
‘white lacy knickers. French knickers. 
0 


Rather sexy knickers in fact. Shee 
black seamed stockings. And a black 
satin suspender belt. Her face Mushes 
slightly. and hen more deeply as she 
recalls what Mr Simford sad, How he 
‘wants her. In five minutes time. The 
soft mouth opens and closes. And then 
her hands go to the litle buttons of her 
blouse 


When Mr Simford returns, in the five 
minutes he has promised, Laura has 
done it. It has been a supreme effort 
to make herself undress and put on 
those things but on the other hand she 
knows she must obey Mr Simford. So 
she has done as instructed. Laura's slim 
arms are crossed in front of her — in 
front of her nude breasts — because the 
outfit as supplied by Mr Simford does 
not include a bra. Laura's slim but at 
the same time ripely rounded form is 
in the sheer black stockings and the 
sexy suspender belt, plus the equally 
Sexy white French knickers, She is 
Standing with her arms crossed in front 
of her, pink-faced and looking a lle 
desperate. 


Mr Simford comes close. He has in one 
hand a tape measure and in the other 
something else. White. “That's better, 
Laura. Must leam to respond to in 
struction, mustn't we? Good. Put your 
arms down then. At your sides. Let me 


have a look at you. 


In this room in the silent house Laura 
does what she is told. She and the 
equally pink-faced girl in the full-length 
‘cupboard mirror put their hands at their 
Sides — to reveal the firm, full breasts, 
rosy nippled. With that mass of corn 
coloured hair and clad as she is in the 
Sexy French knickers and stockings and 
Suspender belt Laura is indeed a 
ravishing sight, She has seen how she 
looks in the mirror of course — seen 
that other girl with her innocent eyes, 
her sof ripe mouth, who is nonetheless 
dressed. or undressed, like this. Show 
ing off her nude tits. And now here is 
Mr Simford to gaze on them. As he un 
oubtedly is gazing on them. In his 
room with the soft air from the open 
Window now upon them, and all eyes 
upon them as well, Laura's rosy nip 
ples are stiffening. She can't bear to 
Took — she doesn't know where to look 
anyway — but she can fell without a 
Shadow of doubt that they have stiffen. 
ed up. Sticking out at Mr Simford in 
a blatant manner and making Laura's 
Semtnudiü that much worse, AS if we 
have here a common, tarty girl who en- 
off her nude tits to a vir- 
Whose tits have stiffen: 
ed up in anticipation of a bit of fun, 
who would relish the possibility of 
these sexy knickers being taken down 
and a rough male hand between her hot 
thighs. To boldly handle her hot cunt 
But of course Laura is not at all that 
hot, tariy gir. If she is hot it is with 
embarrassment. Her nipples may have 
come up but she is feeling sick at hav 
ing to stand here like this in Font of 
Mr Simford. It is all a bit ikea bad 
dream. Here in this empty hause with 
its overgrown garden, its full-blooming 
roses. In here in this room with the 


open window and the mirror. 


Lovely.” Mr Simford says. "A very 
lovely girl. Laura. Mr Granmore is go- 
ing 10 be very pleased. Now put this 
on, would you. T should have left it 
wilh the rest 


J is what he has been holding in his 
hand. A litle white apron with a lacy 
‘edging. Itis obviously to be wom over 
that black silk dress that may have to 
be altered but now Mr Simford is tell 
ing Laura to put it on with just the 
Knickers. "And then stand on the trunk 
my dear. Then we can take your 


is not Laura's trunk standing there 
on the floor. She had only a smallish 
Suitcase with her on the train. It is 
presumably Mr Granmore's, sent on 
from where he has been on holiday 


Venice, Mr Simford said in the car. 
Had Laura been to Venice? She had 
shaken her blonde head: Laura in fact 
had never been anyw! i 
than Blackpool. Mr Simford in the car 
patted her knee. ‘Maybe Mr Simford 
will take you. If he likes you. Laura, 
and I'm sure he will if you're a good 
and obedient girl. Mr Granmore is 
rather fond of Venice.” 


Laura now with the little apron tied 
over the French knickers (though for 
what purpose she can’t imagine) steps 
up onto this trunk that has possibly just 
come from Venice, a dream-like city 
built on water from what Laura has 
been told. But possibly no more dream- 
like than this empty old house at the 
end of the leafy lane, empty and 
untended through the early summer un- 
til now there are Mr Simford and the 
pretty, soft-faced girl with the corn- 
coloured hair and the vibrant nude tits, 
stiff-nippled and nodding temptingly as 
she steps up... 


Mr Simford’s finger again presses 
lightly across his brow to deal with any 
pin-pricks of perspiration. It is a hot 
afternoon and there is too this semi- 
nude and ravishing girl to raise a man’s 
temperature. Raise the temperature and 
quite possibly cause an uncomfortable 
tightness at the front of those splendidly 
creased trousers. With now Laura’s 
ravishing tits at eye level. Yes, those 
sy nipples may not be all that i 
fened up in this room with the 
No doubt, though, Mr Simford is do- 
ing his best to concentrate on what has 
to be done: the essential task of getting 
this delightful girl’s uniform fitting in 
the skin-tight, glove-like manner that 
his master demands. 


‘Hold that there, please.’ The end of 
the tape is placed on Laura’s bare front 
squarely between these stiff-nippled 
cones. ‘And open your legs slightly. 
So that I can...get the tape...in here...” 


In between Laura’s thighs. She lets out 
a shocked gasp as Mr Simford’s hand, 
with the tape, goes in there. To the 
crotch of the French knickers. In- 
evitably also to Laura’s pussy 
underneath. “Just hold still...’ Laura is 
not still, she is shaking like a leaf, the 
ravishing tits are trembling, as Mr Sim- 
ford’s hand is right there. In between 
her legs. Seemingly fondling her pussy. 
Mr Simford can’t be doing that, he 
couldn’t...but that nonetheless is what 
Mr Simford seems to be doing. 
Without a doubt. 


His other hand is at Laura’s bottom 
now. Fingers fumbling the ripe cheeks, 


and in between at the cleft. Going fur- 
ther down...and under. *Oooohhh...!* 
Two hands. He is passing the tape 
through her legs. That seems to be the 
supposed object of this. But not 


Fumbling in other words at this love- 
ly girl’s cunt. She stands holding the 
end of the tape in something of a state 
of shock, unable to believe this is hap- 
pening. It has to be some awful kind 
of dream...a bad, bad dream in this 
dreamy place. 


At last the tape is transferred — from 
one fumbling hand to the other. And 
at last the hands do come away. The 
tape is drawn up tight between Laura’s 
shaking thighs. From front to back bet- 
ween the legs: it is not a measurement 
that is normally taken, nor is it easy 
to see exactly how it will aid in the fit- 
ting of the maid’s uniform. But with 
a thoughtful ‘Hmmmm...’ Mr Simford 
notes a figure. Then slides the tape out 
from between Laura’s legs. ‘Good,’ he 
says. Are there now more of those pin- 
pricks of perspiration on his forehead? 
And the front of those trousers: do we 
have a state of extra congestion, of in- 
deed extreme turgidity? 


Whatever, Laura, flush-faced and still 
in that shocked state, is now subjected 


to a more conventional and acceptable 
measurement: i.e. that slim waist. She 
is told to unfasten the apron. The tape 
s Slipped round her...and the apron can 
be tied again. All very quick and effi- 
cient in marked contrast to what has 
just gone before. But of course a girl's 
waist does not offer the same scope as 
a tape between her legs. The waist is 
followed by...the bust. Those sticking- 
out tits in other words. Ah...tits no 
doubt do offer scope. Tits such as 
these, with their still unfortunately erect 
nipples, present no doubt something of 
a temptation...as a preliminary to put- 
ting his tape into action again Mr Sim- 
ford takes hold of them. Simply cupp- 
ing one in each hand. ‘Mmmm...’ he 
murmurs. “Mmmm... Yes, Mr Gran- 
more will appreciate these. Lovely 
ones. Aren't they. Laura?” 


What can a soft-eyed and ripe-mouthed 
girl far from home in this empty, echo- 
ing house answer to that? With shock- 
ingly these hands holding her soft but 
firm tits. Her stiffened, sensitive nip- 
ples hot in these male hands. 
“No...Please...don’t...” comes weak- 
ly from the ripe mouth. 


‘Oh yes. He'll like these. He’ll adore 
them, my dear. Mr Granmore is a great 
appreciator of feminine beauty. And 
after Venice and those bold, dark girls, 
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bold and tarty so I’m told, he'll be 
ready for these. Ready for a lovely 
English rose, eh Laura?” 


The hands came away. Can all this be 
happening? What Mr Simford is say 
ing — and even more what he is do- 
ing. His hands. It is like a dream, one 
of those awful dreams that a girl may 
sometimes get on a hot and sultry night. 
An awful dream that can come to even 
a sweet and innocent girl. A dream to 


wake her in a sweat — to find that 
somehow the sheets are all adrift and 
she has her hand between her thighs. 
Her hand at her pussy, wet and hot with 
perspiration — and her juices. She 
grabs her hand away, imagining the 
awful possibility of her mother com- 
ing in to see this: the bedsheet all awry 
and her hand there...doing what she has 
been doing. 


But although it seems dream-like, a bad 
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dream, she doesn’t really think it is a 
dream. She did go to the agency for an 
interview. She did come on the train. 
And then...Mr Simford on the plat- 
form. The car purring through the leafy 
summer lanes. And now... 


Mr Simford has measured her tits. The 
tape drawn tight over those rosy peaks, 
then jiggled up and down, from side 
to side. Not nice but not as bad ce 
tainly as Mr Simford holding them; 
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gently squeezing them. He takes the 
tape away. Laura still up on the trunk 
on her shaky legs can feel herself 
perspiring. At least it must be over 
now: the worst of it anyway Mr Si 
ford has at least done the awful part 
Anything else. can't be 


Slip the knickers down now, would 
you, Laura? Slide them down. I need 
fo check that first measurement. And 
if we have them down. we'll pet a 
beter. 


"No!" she squeals, ‘No. please." The 


bad dream is not over. No, the bad 
dream wants to get worse. “Nal. 


Slip them down, Laura” The firm; 
butler's voice used to directing young 
staff. Young weeny maids especially 
no doubt, "I need an accurate measure. 
ment. Mr Granmore will not be at all 
pleased if the dress does not fit perfect 
fy. And we must lean to obey at once, 
Nor question instructions 


Alone in this old house, save for the 
possible presence of Mrs Mingley — 
But can Mrs Mingley really be here in 


this empty, echoing place? — alone 
with Mr Simford. Laura clearly has no 
choice but to comply exactly with his 
instructions. As he says a new girl will 
not impress by querying orders. She 
must meekly obey. Mr Simford is her 
boss, more important in a way that Mr 
Granmore for she will have 10 deal 
directly with Mr Simtord all the time. 
Lm sorry, Mr Simfor 


stuners contritely. As her hands go to 
her knickers. 


“That's better. That's a good girl, Right 
down. Take them right down. 
‘Continued on page 26. 8 


SEAT OF THE 
MATTER 


“Well Dora, I must say, you have 
brought it on yourself," the brunette 
told the fair haired lovely sitting next 
to her in the car. 


‘How was I to know that he was going 
to inspect our equipment this morning?” 
Dora moaned. 


“You had ample time to clean it up last 
night,’ Laura told her friend. It was a 
bit unfair, Dora thought. She would 
have expected more sympathy from her 
very best and special friend. They had 
been together for five or six years now, 
they had shared each other's friendship 
and just when she needed a little sym- 
pathy and understanding, that one 
outlet she needed was also against her. 
She could have burst into tears 


“And you did know it was Inspection 
morning,’ Laura continued to show 
Dora that there was no sympathy on her 
part. 


“Yes, but I did not know he would in- 
spect the equipment. I thought it was 


just a personal routine matter today,’ 
the fair haired girl tried to gather some 
form of encouragement for her 
predicament 


“What time do you have to report.’ 


“Ten thirty tomorrow morning. Punish- 
ment Uniform,’ Dora went red and 
then paled. 


“Is that what he said,’ Laura was turn- 
ed to sympathy now. 


She had been on punishment parade 
herself. She could recollect the time she 
had been inside the room on such a 
parade...and she had paraded more 
than the uniform! He had a penchant 
for bare bottoms did the senior instruc- 
tor. Bared bottoms over his knees so 
that his well practised hand could re- 
mind any young lady who tried to 
swing the lead what her bottom could 
be made to feel like after he had 
finished. 


‘Oh law,” she moaned for Dora. 


“Exactly. You know what it means 
don’t you?’ 


“Yes, believe me I know what it means. 
You'll have to find a nice soft cushion 


to sit on for a while 


Dora shuddered. She had never heen 
on Punishment Parade before. She 
Knew about it because other women had 
told in detailed orations how they had 
been in the Senior Instructor's 
room., and how they had had their pan 
ties taken down and how their bottom, 
bared and defenceless had been used 
10 remind them of their naughty ways. 
There was no petting out of it: once he 
had made up his mind that member 
under his Instruction had camed a 
Punishment, then she gor it fully and 
thoroughly 


‘And of course he may make you do 
other things too,” Laura added more 
acid to the blonde's worry 


‘What other things?” her face showed 
her fear 


Like taking your cloth 
parading before him. 
things like th 


off and 


1...1 don't believe it,” Dora said in a 
gasping tone that said hat she really 
did believe it but would rather not trank 


“I don't care. The second time I was 


in there, he made me strip after the 
spanking and then he gave me some ex 
ercisesto do and afier that Iwas stret. 
‘hed over the back of the chair, arms 
down the front of the chair and my 
ankles spread wide whilst he sat behind 
me just looking at me 


He didn't...well you know, he didn't 
actually y anything did he?" Dora was 
trembling slightly now 


"Of couse not silly,” Laura smiled en- 
couragement. ‘But I don't suppose 1 
would have been able to do if he ad... 
don"t think T could have stopped him. 
‘Oh shit...hi.uhat a mess,” Dora 
was beside herself now with worry and 
helplessness, 


‘He might have a litle feel around 
though,” Laura was not smiling 


Feel around?" Dora's eyes opened 
wide 


'He might," Laura emphasised 


'He can't do that!" Dora was beside 
herself with indignation. 


You going to stop him? 


Well. „think 1 might tell him that he 
isnot allowed to have a feel around as 
you pat iis the height of humilia- 
tion. and anyway it constitutes a sex. 
ual attack on the person 


‘Oh yes. You sound alright now 
sprouting like a barrack room lawyer, 
but wait tl you are in there Tell you 


his palm from coming down again on 
10 your bare arse. 


Thank you for all your help." Dora 
said sarcastically. “Û wish T had not 


Forewarned is forcarmed.' Laura 
au 


just don't believe i,” Dora's voice 

was hushed and it revealed that her 

mouth was saying she did not believe 
nly did. 


it but her mind 


Anyway. He may not decide to spank 
me. it came in a forlorn tone 


ht decide not 10 spank you as 
you say,” Laura's tone was now one of 


=] incredulous misbelief. ‘Can you im- 
agine him having a first class excuse, 
and a first time opportunity of passing 
up such an occasion. 


‘Especially an arse as nice as your’s,” 
Laura added the compliment. 


‘Oh Lord in heaven. What on earth am 
I going to do,’ Dora’s hands went to 
her skirt and rubbed the soft rounds of 
her backside as her imagination took 
over and already she was trying to find 
some comfort. 


“You could try to keep your equipment 
clean,’ Laura was speaking as though 
she was a first rate hygenist. 


“Alright. Alright. Sod it, all I can do 
is to wait until tomorrow,” she seem- 
ed to surrender then to the inevitable. 


She looked at the high steeple and the 
hands of the clock seemed to slow 
down as they reached the appointed 
hour of ten-thirty. This did not help her 
composure at all. She wanted to go in 
and get it over with. Her body was 
responding to the inner fear of natural 
responses to the thought that she might 
soon be stretching herself across the 
Senior Inspector's knees, helplessly 
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‘It’s open. Come in.’ A voice 
thundered. 


That voice. Full of authority...how 
could she pretend to Laura that she 
would take him to task if he tried any 
tom foolery with her body. He'd only 
have to bark loudly and she would strip 
quicker than it takes to tell and then 
position herself anyway he told her too; 
wide legged as well. 


‘Good morning, sir,’ she did not know 
what to say, so gave him a statutory 
greeting. 


“Is it?’ he snarled. ‘I’m glad you think 
so because I am about to change your 
rosey outlook, young lady.” 


Laura was right. He was going to spank 
her! That fleeting thought that she 
might get off was soon dismissed from 
her mind. Oh shit and shit again, I 
don't want to be spanked. 


All these thoughts went through her 
head as he wagged his finger in front 
of her to emphasise the points he was 
trying to make. All about property be- 
ing kept to strict standards of 
cleanliness. She did not hear him 
because fear for her immediate future 


filled her mind with the picture of her 
body being placed over his lap and her 
bum waving about as stinging standards 
were applied. 


She became aware of him again when 
he pulled her towards the occasional 
chair. 


‘Oh please, sir,’ she moaned 
imploringly. 


His eyes glared in anger. 


“Oh please sir,’ he sneered. “You will 
have plenty to please sir about in a few 
moments, my fine young, messy lady.” 


“Please don’t spank me...please. I'll be 
very good in future...I promise I will 
always keep my equipment clean... .tru- 
ly,’ she choked. 


“Yes you will be very good in the 
future. Yes, you will keep your equip- 
ment spotlessly clean...truly you 
will...because you know what I shall 
do if you don’t?...1’ll have the skin off 
your arse that’s what.’ 


‘Oh no...please...please...’ she was 
still jerking the words from her mouth 
as he pulled her across his knees. 


She saw the floor inches from her face 
and her toes seemed to be stabbing in- 
to the hard wood on the other side of 
his lap...then he was lifting the short 
white skirt. Oh dear Lord...he’s expos- 
ing my panties...he’s actually expos- 
ing my briefs. Oh no...no...I did not 
believe her when she said it would be 
a bare arse spanking. 


“Please sir...please leave my panties 
on,’ she begged hopelessly. 


The sheer degrading shame throbbed 
through her body. She could not stop 
him either...she certainly gripped the 
waist band clumsily but he snapped at 
her to get her fingers from her 
undergarment...she stretched her arms 
forward and then real ignomy almost 
had her bursting into tears. This was 
the first time she had ever been in such 
a position and then horror of horrors, 
her panties were pulled down to a point 
just below her knees...she closed her 
eyes as though this would somehow 
help to diminish the humiliation and 
shame...she felt his hand resting on her 
buttocks. 


“You probably think you are too big to 
have this shapely young bottom 
brought to the fullest pitch of retribu- 


tion for your naughtiness,’ he snapped 
as she felt his hands feeling the plian- 
cy of each cheek. He certainly seem- 
ed to be in no hurry to start the 
punishment! 


‘Yes sir...I mean no sir...oh 
please. ..I’m so confused,’ she choked 
as she lay there feeling the close atten- 
tion of his hand fondling both smooth 
skinned cheeks. 


‘Have you heard from the others how 
I spank naughty young ladies?’ 


“Yes, sir,’ she sobbed. 


‘And how you will exercise 
afterwards.” 


“Yes, sir,’ her moans were deeper. 


“And how I expect you to remain in 
positions that I will direct you in?’ 


“Yes, sir...please...please don’t spank 
me,’ she choked. 


“And how do you feel about the 
disciplinary treatment after I spank 
young ladies,’ he asked her 
unreasonably. 


‘1...1 don’t know sir.’ 


‘Do you think perhaps I shall treat you 
any differently.” 


‘No sir,’ she said the two words in a 
dejected tone. 


‘TI bet there will be no argument from 
you when I tell you to undress...will 
there?” 


*N...no, sir,’ she realised that what she 
had said to Laura was now evaporating 
from her mind. 


She would be just like the others. He’d 
say undress, and like a well oiled 
machine she would hastily obey. Has 
ly in case he got the idea that she was 
reluctant to do as she was told and then 
started this spanking business all over 
again. Humiliation in exposure is far 
better than shame through a spanked 
arse. And also when one is spanked 
there is quite a large quantity of un- 
wanted pain!! 


She was getting used to the feel of his 
caressing round and round the cheeks 
of her bottom although the shame of 
exploiting it was still with her in a deep 
pool of self pity. She began to accept 
the rythm of his caresses because she 
knew or sub consciously sensed when 


he would change from one nate to the 
other. He was a machine of precision. 
It was split timing that he automatically 
applied...several seconds on one cheek 
and then several seconds on the other 
one and after that, round and round 
stroking from cheek to cheek. 


He obviously enjoyed feeling her bot- 
tom, she thought. Perhaps he was a 
‘bum’ man...but from what Laura had 
told her, she hardly thought that his 
personal penchants were for just bot- 
toms. It appeared that breasts, pussies 
and legs were all included as fair game 
for him to enjoy whenever he got the 
chance. 


“I want to hear you admit that it was 
a nasty practise to let your equipment 
get so untidy and dirty.” 


“It was, sir. It was,’ Dora heard her 
voice agreeing in that tone that was say- 
ing, if I agree then he may let me off. 


“And that you deserve a good spank- 
ing as punishment.’ 


Oh Lord, she did not want to say that. 
But if she didn’t then he would spank 
her even harder! 


‘I deserve a good spanking as punish- 
ment,’ she moaned. 


Dora soon made her mind up what to 
say and do! 


“And you deserve it on your bare 
bottom.” 


“Yes, sir. I.deserve a good spanking 
on my bare bottom,’ she could not help 
herself now. 


He was the director of this charade, she 
was the pawn that had let herself be 
careless enough to earn this terrible 
punishment. Well, it was terrible as far 
as she was concerned. 


Spank! Spank! Spank! 


Her eyes opened wide and her body 
went into a straight horizontal line as 
she felt the crisp stinging smacks slap 
down onto each cheek alternative- 
ly...Lord but that stung! And it was in- 
creasing all the time...her backside 
seemed to be growing very hot, very 
quickly. 


Her ankles throbbed up and down, her 
bottom tried desperately to move away, 
but the Senior Inspector had a way with 
wriggling bottoms...he held Dora as 
easily as if she was no trouble at all and 
she started to cry so he renewed his ef- 
forts to change the colour of the 
writhing skin stretched so perfectly 


over his lap. 


Not only from side to side but up and 
down in a jerking movement like a 
piston was driving her body...her 
mouth was a cacaphony of emitting 
sounds now as lava heat seemed to 
erupt all over her backside... when he 
smacked her on the low crease at that 
juncture where the thighs meet the 
nates, she really did yell...there were 
lots of other ways she would rather 
have been punished! She could not 
realise it but there were lots of other 
ways that he was going to make her 
take punishment...he was a stickler for 


regimental cleanliness was the Senior 
and once he got his mind set on doing 
a job, he always did it thoroughly. Very 
thoroughly. That is why Dora’s bottom 
stayed quite red for some days after- 
wards. Her face never failed to blush 
whenever she met him after that...he 
had made her do things like stretching 
stark naked and she had sworn that she 
would rather do that than take more 
punishment...and of course he had 
assured her that if he wanted to ‘feel 
around’, then she would be prepared 
to be co-operative and unprotest even 
as she stretched her undraped body to 
his directions. 
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THE TEA PARTY 


The Brigadier strode purposefully 
across the patio and sat down in his 
favourite seat. A tall pretty girl hur- 
ried across the lawn to meet him. 
She appeared a little out of breath 
by the time she stepped onto the 

2 “What's your name, then? A 
‘girl aren't you? Long limb- 


The Brigadier ap- 
proved of the new recruit. She was 
a pretty lass; and he was wear- 
ing only a pretty c white blou: 
and a pair of white knickers, it was 
quite easy for any discerning visitor 
to judge her attributes. 


‘Do you have a menu, young lady?’ 
The Brigadier knew the answer 
very well. ‘ § 

blushed. * 


sa 
the 
s. Especially the new 
omehow, the new recrui 
always seemed younger and pre 
tier than the regular staff. Perha 
it was because they blushed so e: 


He beckoned her to come clo: 
“Put your hands on your head.” 
ly stretched up, the action lifting 
her blouse well clear of her tight 
knickers. ‘Now let me see...’ Very 
slowly, with great deliberation, his 
fingers peeled down the front of 
her knickers, revealing the springy 
dark curls which hid her girlish 
secrets from his view. Turning the 
fabric inside-out, he found the 
menu, printed upon the inside of 
the girl's pants at an angle which 
enabled visitors to reach the con- 
tents clearly and easily. He took his 
time, reading out each item, wat- 
ching the girl’s soft tummy, detec- 
ting the occasional bead of sweat 
upon the fine hairs of her downy 
skin. And then he released her 
pants, letting the elastic snap them 
back against her body. ‘Good. I 
have chosen. Bring me the ruler...’ 


Sally gave a faint sigh, and bent 
down to reach beneath the patio 
table. With much reluctance, she 
drew out the thin wooden ruler 
and held it out towards the 
Brigadier. There was a very unique 
and special way of ordering food 
at the Brigadier’s exclusive 
22 


establishment. A wa 
sured that no waitress 
the order. 


which en- 
ver forgot 


“Touch your toes.’ There was just 
a moment of flurry lly drop- 
ped her knickers and rucked up her 
blouse, before bending down, her 
bared bottom awaiting the man’s 
attentions. ‘Item thirty five on your 
menu.’ He told her. ‘Three and 
five.’ She waited, her round bot- 
tom cheeks quivering in an 
tion. The ruler was raised. Whack! 
Whack! Two stinging strokes of the 
thin wood were applied to her left 
bottom cheek. Two red lines ap- 
peared. Clear red lines. The 
Brigadier changed his stance slight- 
ly before delivering the third 
stroke. Whack! The girl yelled with 
the stinging pain. He stood back, 
admiring his accuracy. Three well- 
defined lines, each beneath the 
other, across the softest part of her 
left bottom cheek. ‘And five...’ He 
moved his pos; 
ly clenched her bottom slightly, an- 
ticipating a full five strokes across 
her other cheek. Whack! A perfect 
stroke. Whack! Whack! And 
another. Sally squealed loudly as 
the ruler landed upon her bottom. 
Just three to go. Sometimes it was 
difficult to keep each stroke apart. 
It was imperative that the servery 
staff could ‘read’ his order. Whack! 
Whack! Just one to go. The girl was 
gasping loudly with the ex- 
crutiating stinging in her bottom. 
In a moment she would have to 
hurry back to the servery, and then 
touch her toes, her knickers down 
around her ankles. Without a word 
being said, the staff would ‘read’ 
her bottom, counting each stroke 
of the ruler. And any stroke which 
had faded too quickly, or had blur- 
red into another stroke, would pro- 
bably result in the wrong reading. 
And the wrong dish being prepared 
and delivered to the customer. Sal- 
ly would be in very hot water if 
that happened. Not to mention 
how hot her bottom would 
become. Whack! Three and five. 
The message quite clear in eight 
very hot bands of brightest pink 


. across Sally’s delightful rear end. 


‘There we go. They should last.’ He 


patted the underside of her bottom 
cheeks. ‘Off you go.’ She 
scampered a pulling her 
knickers up as she ran. 


The Brigadier was a kindly man, 
after all. Wouldn't want to get this 
new little minx in too much trou- 
ble. That was why he had laid on 
the strokes with considerable 
force. So they wouldn't fade too 
soon. Any these youngsters 
could cope with it. Just what those 
pretty rumps needed from time to 
time. A good sound tanning. Kept 
them all on their toes, didn't it? 


Sally was wearing her knickers 
when she reappeared, the re- 
quested order of fresh strawberries 
and thick double cream upon the 
tray. ‘Will that be all, sir?’ she turn- 


ed to leave, hoping that she would 
I'd like 


get away from him. * 
you to stay...and a 
forced a modest s 
Brigadier smiled back 
real little charmer. Of course she 
would stay to as him. The 
Brigadier always tried out the new 
recruits. 


He lifted the two small dishes from 
the tray, and sat down, holding 
them aloft. ‘Come on, young lady. 
You know the drill, I’m sure.’ 
Silently, she stood beside him and 
then bent forwards, lowering 
herself across his knee. She wriggl- 
ed a little, until she was sure that 
her bottom was uppermost across 
the man’s lap. And then, reaching 
behind her, she pulled down her 
knickers. ‘Good girl. Good girl.’ 
The Brigadier always offered praise 
and encouragement when it was 
deserved. Carefully, he placed the 
two small dishes, one of strawber- 
ries, and one of cream, each upon 
one of Sally's wobbling bottom 
cheeks. Having so recently been 
warmed up by the application of 
the ruler, the girl now gasped with 
surprise, as the chilly surface of the 
dishes touched her warm flesh. 
‘Keep still, young lady.’ Sally knew 
exactly what would happen if she 
didn’t. Both she and the Brigadier 
knew about Jennifer, one of the 
more experienced girls. Poor Jen- 


nifer. She had managed to upset a 
full dish of salad dressing because 
she wouldn't or couldn't keep still. 
Jennifer had been returned to the 
Brigadier later in the afternoon. To 
apologise. He had counted nine 

cat cane strokes across her 
‚htful bottom. And then he had 
signed the chit to say he had seen 
them. 


Sally kept perfectly still as the 
Brigadier sampled the sweet fresh 
strawberries, dipping each large 
fruit into the cool thick cream. She 
kept her long legs absolutely stret- 
ched, her toes touching the patio 
floor, helping her to maintain her 
balance. The cold flat bases of 
those two dishes felt so precarious, 
perched up upon the very crowns 
of her wobbling buttocks. Any sud- 
den movement would spell 
disaster. The Brigadier took his 
time, enjoying the fruit, and the 
mild afternoon sunshine, and the 
weight of this pretty young woman 
draped so meekly across his lap, his 
shrewd eyes observing every little 
ch dark curve of her bot- 
tom, leading to nests of secret lit- 
tle curls. Young Sally would make 
an excellent waitre: 


‘Stand up!’ The girl jumped at the 
abrupt command, the dishes wob- 
bling dangerously upon her still up- 
turned bottom. The Brigadier lifted 
the dishes clear, and smiled at the 
two cold circles of white flesh thus 
revealed. No doubt her bottom 
would be warmed up again in due 
course. No hurry on that score. No 
hurry, whatsoever. She scrambled 
to her feet, her face now very red. 
‘Lam very pleased,’ he told her. ‘In 
fact, I shall give you a tip...’ 


She shook her head immediately. 
‘Oh, no, sir. Really. It really doesn’t 
matter...’ But she stood still, her 
hands back on her head, while he 
searched in his pockets for a 
suitable coin. ‘Manage fifty pence?’ 
She didn't reply. The Brigadier 
made a mental note. Perhaps young 
Sally DID need a little extra train- 
ing, after all. He found the coin, 
and sat down again, waiting for the 
girl to stand closer. ‘Here we are, 
young lady. Just for you.’ The cold 
coin was slipped between her bot- 
tom cheeks edge-on, the girl hastily 
clenching her cheeks in order to 
keep the coin in place. ‘Don’t 
move, young lady. Not yet.’ His left 
hand slipped around her bare 
waist, and then fell lower, down 


into the dark triangle of her pubic 
zz. His fingers held her still. Sal- 
ly held her breath, knowing where 
his fingers were. Knowing what 
those fingers might touch if she 
pushed herself against him. The 
Brigadier was still dealing with the 
coin. Parting her bottom cheeks a 
little with two free fingers, slipp- 
ing the coin between those pert 
young cheeks, and telling her to 
hold it tight. ‘Right. You may go...” 
Very slowly, and awkwardly, 
youn lly moved away, her but- 
tocks still firmly clenched, her 
knickers tangled around her ankles. 
She reached down very carefully, 
to collect the dishes, placing them 
upon her tray. And then began the 
long walk back to the Servery. 
Eager eyes would watch her, and 
her wobbling buttocks, following 
the glint of the coin between bet- 
ween her cheeks. If it was still in 
position by the time she had reach- 
ery, the money would 


st knew a cane would 
have to visit that gorgeous round 
bonom in nes not too distant 


But a little too 
nt for his liking. Natural 
yness was one thing. That was 
often a delight to behold. But it was 
a thin red line between that and 
laziness, or even insubordination. 
A very thin red line. Drawn across 
those sturdy young bottom cheeks. 


Stand up STRAIGHT, young 
y.' Feet together, arms by her 
side, her pulse rate quickening, Sal- 
ly stood in front of the manager. 
‘I have been informed that your 
training has not been effective. 
That your behaviour and attitude 
is sadly lacking...’ The girl looked 
close to tears. She wondered who 
had complained. Most of the men 
had seemed quite pleased by her 
service. Even the one who'd push- 
ed a big juicy strawberry between 
her bottom cheeks as well as a tip. 
As he lectured her, the man walk- 
ed casually towards the cupboard 
on the far side of the room, open- 
ing the twin doors, running his 
fingers along a selection of canes. 
His fingers gripped a particularly 
thin and whippy instrument. ‘Yes. 
This will do,’ he said, almost to 
himself. Sally's frightened eyes 
followed its path and the whippy 
rod was flicked through the air. 
‘Touch your toes.’ Almost com- 
pletely automatically, she bent for- 
ward, yet again, this time to receive 


* her very first cane-stroke. ‘You've 


never been caned before, have 
you?’ She found a squeaky sort of 
answered him. 
N ...no...` ‘Well I am sure this 
will teach you a lesson, young 
lady.’ 


The long thin cane quivered in the 
air above her upturned bottom, its 
tip vibrating evilly, waiting to 
whistle down upon her bare 
che ‘You'll feel this young 
lady.’ He informed her, adding to 
her apprehension. ‘It won’t do you 
any harm, but you'll feel it, I can 
promise you.’ And she did. The 
cane implanted f in one long 
searing line of pain right across the 
full width of her bottom. She 
screamed, and her hands whipped 
round to grasp the damaged area, 
her fingers anxiously massaging 
away the pain en one stroke is 
quite effective, isn't it?’ Sally had 
to agree, but her voice just 
wouldn't work for her. ‘Imagine 
how six strokes like that would 
feel. All over that bottom of 
yours...?’ The girl really couldn't 
imagine. Not for a second. How 
anybody could take six strokes, 
even three strokes like that. The 
tears began to flow. ‘Plea 'm 
sorry...I'm Sever so...ever 
so...sorry...' The manager tapped 
the cane against his shoe, ‘Next 
time. Six strokes. And for the time 
being, it’s the wash-up for you, un- 
til you learn how to behave in front 
of your guests.’ The girl left the 
room, her knickers clutched sadly 
in one hand, the bright red stroke 
across her bottom still perfectly 
visible. Sally wouldn’t like the 
wash-up, or that dreadful woman 
who supervised the girls. 


Most of the girls passed through the 
wash-up during the time at the 
establishment. It was just about the 
most awful of tasks, especially the 
way that dragon of a manageress 
supervised them. It was bad 
enough just being there, bending 
forward, hands in the washing-up 
water for hours at a time. But they 
made you stand on a sort of 
wooden plinth, which meant you 
were just at the right height for 
them to get at your bottom. 
Discipline in the wash-up as 
everywhere else at the establish- 
ment, meant having your bottom 
tanned — in one hundred and one 
different ways. 


The very worst aspect of the wash- 
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up was the fact they made you do 
it in the nude. Completely undress- 
ed, your bare toes against the 
wooden plinth, your bare waist 
and tummy touching the cold 
aluminium surround of the sinks, 
your breasts dangling above the 
soapy water, wobbling around, 
swinging from side to side as you 
scrubbed the pots and pans. In fact, 
with hot soapy water and rising 
steam to contend with, your 
breasts always seemed to get in the 
way. Those girls really well- 
endowed up top had a pretty rough 
time of it. Trying to do the 
washing-up without your breasts 
bobbing around too much meant 
that girls often forgot that the rest 
of their pretty bodies were equal- 
ly bare and exposed, and 
vulnerable. Especially bottoms. 
With your hands in the water, your 
bottom was pushed out ready for 
instant pu ment. And not only 
was the punishment instant; it was 
frequent too. 


At the height of the season, up to 
ten girls could be working in the 
wash-up at the same time. A row 
of ten nubile young women, all 
totally naked, their bottoms lined 
up, ready to be dealt with. The 
sight offered the opportunity for 
direct comparisons. Once, when 
the girls had been chattering for 
too long, the manageress_ gave 
them all a slap. A smooth rounded 
wooden butter pat which normal- 
ly hung from a hook on the wall. 
The room always echoed. And the 
sound of that hard butter-pat lan- 
ding across each upturned rump 
was a fearsome sound. Especially 
for the girl who was tenth in line. 
By the time the woman had reach- 
ed her, she had perfected her 
swing. Ten young women sobbed 
and spluttered into the soapy 
water, each young bottom sporting 
a large red patch. ‘The next girl to 
talk gets all ten to herself.’ There 
was silence in the long room, save 
for the occasional continued sob. 


The favoured instrument of 
discipline in the wash-up was the 
girl's own washing-up brush. A 


~ simple plastic affair with nylon 


bristles. If a girl had the temerity 
to misbehave, she was ordered to 
hand over her brush. Still dripping 


- with soap, the hard plastic back of 


the brush was applied to the girl’s 
tender cheeks. Six smacks each side 
really encouraged a girl to work 
hard. For half an hour afterwards, 
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her bare feet would still be pacing 
up and down on the damp wooden 
plinth, as though the girl was mar- 
ching on the spot. It was the only 
way to get rid of the pain 


Sally did not enjoy the wash-up. 
Her bottom was almost permanent- 
ly red. The woman seemed to find 
ever new ways of punishing each 
girl. ‘Sally! Bring me your brush! 
Sally stood upright, her hands still 
covered in soap suds. She stepped 
down from the plinth and carried 
the brush towards the older 
woman. ‘I'll teach you to slack, 
young lady.” Sally shook her head. 
She hadn't been slacking. Really 
she hadn't. She had just stopped for 
The 
ss wouldn't listen to her 
‘Up on the table...Move!" 
ed round, and climbed 
clums ly up onto the cold flat sur- 
face of the kitchen table. ‘On your 
there, her entire 
led by the unin- 
work-surface. ‘Lift up your 
She obeyed, as always. Her 
d, right up until her 
bare toes were pointing towards 
the skylight above her. She closed 
her eyes. Her totally exposed bot- 
tom received the was 
brush. Six hard wet smacks each 
side. By the end of her punishment 
she was yelling her head off. And 
her long slim legs were waving 
around frantically, their owner 
wishing that she could dispel the 
sting which was running riot all 
over her bottom and upper thighs. 
“Now get back to the washing-up. 
And no more misbehaviour.’ A 
thoroughly chastened young 
woman walked back to the sink, 
still clutching the washing-up brush 
which had just tanned her bottom. 


a rest, for a minute or so. 
Managere: 


Then there was the cane. The 
ultimate punishment in every 
department of the establishment. 
The wash-up manageress caned 
hard. And all the new girls soon 
heard the story of Josie, the one girl 
who had actually sworn at the 
manageress following a particularly 
vigorous washing-up brush smack- 
ing. Josie had been reprimanded 
for not drying the crockery 
satisfactorily. Leaving smears of 
soap and water on the delicate 
China. Josie had a long drawn-out 
caning, bent tautly over a high kit- 
chen stool. After each stroke, to re- 
mind her of the necessity to ensure 
implements are kept dry, young 


٠ Josie was sent back to her sink, 


with the cane in hand, where she 
was made to wash itin warm soapy 
water. The cheeky nineteen year 
old soon learnt her lesson. Bent 
over the sink, her bottom tingling 
like a thousand bee stings, washing 
the very cane which had just im- 
planted itself across her checks. 
And then wobbling back across the 
kitchen, the cane still glistening 
bright with the soap smeared along 
its length. Bending over the kit- 
chen stool again. Wai while the 
woman took up her position above 
her. Measuring the swing of the 
cane. Feeling little drops of soapy 
water upon her bare limbs and her 
back as the cane quivered above 
her. And then the awful sickening 
impact which made her yell with 
all her might. Twelve carefully ap- 
plied strokes, the first ten almost 
perfectly horizontal and parallel to 
each other. The final two, dread- 
ful painful diagonal strokes which 
crossed all the other red tramlines. 
‘Now dry the cane. Properly.’ Josie 


had still been sobbing when the 


cane had been thoroughly dried 
and returned to its resting place on 
the kitchen work surface. The girl 
was ordered back to work. Each 
item of cutlery and crockery would 
be inspected individually. Just one 
item still damp, and Josie would be 
back over the kitchen stool. 


Sally remained in the wash-up for 
three long shifts. Each punishment 
received during that time was 
carefully recorded in her file. It 
would be discussed at a Jater date 
with her. ‘Have you learned your 
lesson?’ The manager was sitting in 
his office, inspecting Sally's bot- 
tom. She assured him that all the - 
lessons had been learnt. She would 
be a good girl. Very very good. Just 
about the best waitress he'd ever 
had. He upturned her once again, 
in order to take a closer detailed 
look at her rump. He placed her 
face down over one knee, her legs 
parted. These young women had 
good firm backsides. They all need- 
ed a firm hand. He tapped the very 
lowest curves of one buttock, the 
impact causing her cheeks to part 
briefly, revealing a little more the 
warm damp secrets nestling 
discreetly between her thighs. Her 
bottom was back in perfect condi- 
tion. Not a mark or a blemish. She 
wás told to stand, and was given 
her new orders. The firm round 
bottom disappeared through the 
doorway. In the direction of its 
next assignment. 


THE BLUE CHALET 


It was situated away from the main chalet area, by the side 
of the old house which now served as offices. Once upon a time, 
families from the industrial cities of the Midlands and the North 
had stayed there, enjoying a few special days of sunshine and 
relaxation. But now, the punters demanded central heating, and 
colour television, and heated outdoor swimming pools. Behind 
the dirty windows, the faded curtains were drawn. The front 
door was bolted, though no-one ever had need to visit this 
forgotten building. Unless they had been invited. 

It was almost ten o’clock. The sun was setting, radiating 
orange rays of rippling light across the incoming tide. The holi- 
day camp was quiet, with most holiday makers settling down 
for the evening, or away from the site, in the bars down by 
the shore. SWIT...The sound was almost imperceptible. 
SWIT...SWIT...SWIT...And then another sound. A human 
sound. Like someone breathing deeply...Then silence. Ten 
minutes or so later, the door was unbolted, noisily, because of 
the age and condition of the warped door and its hinges. A young 
girl appeared in the doorway, in camp uniform. She look- 
ed...well, disturbed, in some way. Looking right and left, she 
hastened away, along the gravel path towards the main body 
of the camp. The door remained open for some moments until 
some unseen hand slowly pushed it shut. 

Jane was nineteen. To any normal healthy well-balanced male, 
she was absolutely gorgeous. And that of course was the inten- 
tion. To be a host at Sunshine Bay Holiday Camp, meant look- 
ing good, radiating health and happiness to all those dreary jaded 


punters who had made the pilgrimage south. Usually, Jane stood * 


by the outdoor swimming pool, or could be found within the 
warm waters, supervising the youngsters, and generally keep- 
ing an eye on the older, more rowdy element. Help was only 
a radio-paging call away. It was a gift of a job. Just parade round 
all day in your designer swimsuit. Smile at the visitors. Pre- 
tend to be helpful. And get looked over by dozens of different 
rampant young men every day. 

Jane was no longer by the swimming pool. She was standing 
inside the shabby chalet, close by the dusty wooden table. “This 
isn’t your first visit, is it?’ Looking very pretty, and very inno- 
cent, Jane nodded in agreement, her fingers tugging nervously 
at the stretchy swimsuit, pulling it further down over her very 
attractive bottom curves. ‘It must be the cane, this time...’ The 
delightful Jane stepped back two paces, and clutched the table 
top. ‘Oh no. Please. Not the cane. Please...’ She stood upright 
again, and brushed her curls clear of her face. “There is no alter- 
native, is there?’ She looked dejected, and stared at her bare 
feet. Her bottom lip quivered as she thought, wishing desperately 
to extricate herself from this awful situation. 

The pretty girl looked up, an expression of doubt upon her 
face. ‘Please. I won't do it again. I promise. It was really silly 
of me...’ She waited, wondering if the admission of guilt would 
help. ‘Yes. It was...silly of you. And yes, you won't do it again.” 
She allowed herself to relax just slightly. “You certainly won't 
do it again after I’ve finished with you...’ Young Jane stepped 
away from him again, shaking her head from side to side. “There 
is no alternative. None whatsoever.’ 

Jane placed herself across the old table-top, her tight swim- 
suit stretched so taut against her rounded bottom. ‘Feet together, 
Jane. Bend right over, and push that bottom of yours well out.” 
A few seconds of shuffling settled the girl in the requested posi- 
tion. Outside, the sun finally slipped beneath the blue horizon. 
Above the sound of the distant waves, breaking against the rocky 
outcrops, the noise of the thin bamboo cane could just be heard. 
A cool clean *SWITT' as the thin bendy wood smacked against 
Jane’s up-ended bottom cheeks. The holiday makers were too 
far away. And too absorbed in their own pleasures to hear Jane’s 
desperate pleas. ‘Please...no...0000! Please...’ Jane danced a 
lively dance that night, her bare feet padding against the rough 


chalet flooring. ‘Jesus...Christ...’ she gasped, as she anxious- 
ly lassaged that area of her bottom where the stick had landed, 
raising long angry tramlines of bright red pain. 

Jane never learned a lesson. Not even a lesson well and clearly 
applied. Before those red tramlines had faded, she had been 
ordered to report, yet again, to the blue chalet. Yet, despite 
the knowledge that he would cane her again, right across those 
cane marks which still ached from last night's punishment, she 
was seen to approach the old chalet with almost a jaunty, non- 
chalent attitude. She rapped loudly upon the old blue door, and 
almost skipped inside. 

Demure as always, Jane listened to the expected lecture. 
“Another caning, Jane. Despite last night. Obviously, that has 
had no effect on you. No effect whatsoever.’ She remained 
silent, sweet and innocent, as always. “There is no alternative, 
is there?’ Jane stood upright and stared at the man. ‘Yes.’ she 
whispered. *Yes...there...is...an alternative...’ He stood, listen- 
ing, the cane lying still in his right hand, waiting to be brought 
into action. Jane stared at the man, fixing her blue eyes upon 
him. Slowly, she reached to her shoulders, and slipped first one, 
and then the other strap down her bare arms. Carefully, even- 
ly, inch by inch, she edged her swimsuit down, away from her 
delightfully shaped body, until her firm breasts, still glistening 
with moisture from her final dip in the pool, were bared. The 
excitement and intimacy of the moment was expressed in her 
pretty deep pink nipples which stood out firmly and quivered 
so exquisitely. 

She walked slowly towards him, her bare feet making no noise 
upon the rough flooring. *Please...there is an alternative...’ She 
stood so close to him, and he could sense that strong aromatic 
perfume which she always wore, even after bathing. Her lips 
and her breasts were almost touching him as she took hold of 
her swimsuit, now resting around her hips, and pushed it fur- 
ther down. Then one step back, she raised her arms and allow- 
ed the damp garment to slither down her long slender legs to 
her ankles. Naked, she stood before him. “You can do what 
you like...” 

There was silence in the old blue chalet. He stepped towards 
laced his hands either side of her hips, turning her 
towards him, and then away, twisting her, staring at her 
bareness. ‘Well? Do you like what you see?’ she breathed, 
knowing that he was looking at her so intimately, and knowing 
that her body was already responding. She knew he was look- 
ing at her nipples, now so protruded and red, and firm... 

He nodded. ‘Yes. I do like what I see.’ He moved towards 
her again, her hands about her waist, moving her closer to the 
table, turning her away from him. ‘You're a very beautiful girl, 
Jane. Very beautiful.’ He was staring at her lovely bare bot- 
tom, and those strong healthy thighs. ‘Yes. I like what I see 
very much.’ He moved her closer to the table, and applied gentle 
pressure against the nape of her neck, beneath her pretty curls. 
‘But you are still a disobedient, untrustworthy, unreliable, 
deceitful young woman, aren't you?’ 

Despite her protest, pretty young Jane found herself placed 
face down across the table with her bare bottom curved and 
elevated in just the right position for punishment. ‘Don’t ever 
try that again...Jane,’ was the man’s advice, as the whippy bam- 
boo quivered in the air. ‘Don’t ever try to bribe me, young 
lady...” 

Darkness settled upon the camp site. The families and the 
young lovers, right across the site, went to bed, and to their 
own private dreams. From the blue chalet there was but the oc- 
casional familiar sound. SWITT! SWITT! Jane danced a lively 
dance that night, naked as the day she was born. And he gave 
her a very special lesson, later that night. One which Miss Jane 
would never forget... 
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‘The sexy French knickers do come and allow whatever Mr Simford needs haired bulge. Th 
down. Laura's unwilling hands push todo. “Open your legs again a lite, 
them down off of her hips, her bot he said softy. Then, "More than 
tom. and Mr Simford helps them on hat. that's beter." Ob. 


and Mr Simford's hand 
how. They were insubstantial but they 
were someth 


preventing 1 


final 
heart-stopping contact. Mr Simford's 
‘upping the downy- fingers are there, on the bare, fuzz, 


Not a shy girl, are we, Laura?" Mr 
‘She must stand still and straight Simford' hs 


covered lips of this ripe-mouthed girl’s 
slot. Her legs, her trembly thighs, are 
apart. As instructed. So that Mr Sim- 
ford can put his hand... 


“Nnnnghhh...” comes out from the ripe 
mouth in answer to the question. She 
is wet. Laura can feel she is wet: this 
hot and humid afternoon, in spite of 
that slight air from the garden, but even 
more what has been happening. Even 
a demure and innocent girl will get wet 


there with a man’s hand squeezing her 
bare boobs, then fumbling in the crotch 
of her knickers for ages and ages. One 
finger, with the slippery wetness...slips 
in. Her knees are going to buckle. 
‘Do you have a boyfriend, Laura?’ 
Does she have a boyfriend? Laura is 
in such a state, with Mr Simford’s 
finger slipped up inside the lips of her 
cunt, that at this moment she has no 
idea. She would be hard pressed to state 
her name, where she comes from, 


anything. The only reality now is this 
unreal place. This house becalmed 
under the hot afternoon sun, its garden 
running riot for want of attention, its 
master off in exotic places, in Venice 
with its dark-eyed girls, its staff who 
knows where. In this dream-like place 
Mr Simford has a finger in Laura’s cunt 
as she stands shaking on the trunk. That 
finger in her wet cunt, causing it to 
quiver, pulsate, is the only reality and 
Laura’s head cannot readily grasp any 
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Continued on page 52... ١ 


OIN THE DOTS 


THE ATHLETE 


She knew there would be trouble. 
She had glanced towards him, just 
after the first round of compulsory 
exercises. He had given her plen- 
ty of warnings. Now, the expression 
on his face said it all. Until now, she 
had succeeded in escaping his 
rather unique methods of training. 
So long as she kept up to standard, 
practiced well, and maintained that 
inner discipline. The discipline that 
controlled her thinking, gave her 
the power to be strict with herself. 
There were many temptations in 
life. A young girl like Julia could 
become distracted so easily. Eating 
the wrong sort of food or seeing the 
wrong sort of boy. Even going to the 
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wrong sort of place. An up and 
coming athlete needed to accept 
that her life was no longer her own 
affair. She now belonged to her 
trainer. If she obeyed his instruc- 
tions, success would follow. If she 
decided to disobey, or simply to let 
her standards slip...Julia kept on 
remembering his face. As she went 
through her routine she felt an 
ominous shiver ripple through her 
young body. Because after meeting 
her eyes with his, the man’s gaze 
had been re-directed. Quite clear- 
ly. Quite obviously. He had turned 
his attention to her bottom, tightly 
‘encased in white running shorts, 
her very feminine contours tightly 
“outlined as she bent forward and 
back, stretched and strained. 


Julia was a little embarrassed about 
her ‘attributes’, as he quite fre- 
quently described them. Wearing 
just a thin loose-fitting shirt and 
tight running shorts, her girlish at- 
tributes were all too obvious. He 
knew the shape of her breasts. 
Their buoyancy. The slight up-tilt of 
her dark nipples. He had watched, 
on so many occasions, the gentle 
curves of her body. The soft arc of 
her spine and the rounded swell of 
her buttocks. And the long slim line 
of her powerful limbs. 


She knew she had performed bad- 
ly. Too many late nights in close 
contact with members of the op- 
posite sex. Too much rich and fat- 
tening food. Too little concentra- 
tion. Too little commitment. His ex- 
pression had said it all. It came as 
no surprise at all to receive his sum- 
mons. Tomorrow morning. Early. 
Not in the gym, but in that quiet, 
strange, lonely room. Along the cor- 
ridor, in the far wing of the building. 
She awoke shortly after seven. He 
had told her to report to him at 
eight. 


The morning sun threw angular 
shafts of light across the empty 
room. Julia had chosen to wear a 
tracksuit. She stood in front of him, 
head bowed, hands clasped anx- 
iously behind her back. ‘Have you 
any excuse, this time?’ His words 
fell upon her young ears, heavy 
with sarcasm. She looked up at 
him, trying to excuse herself. ‘I'll try 
better. Honestly | will. Just'let me 
off, this time. Please.’ He was shak- 
ing his head, and flexing his hands 
behind his back, promising himself 
that his hard dry palm would soon 
be touching that delightfully round- 
ed bottom. Intimate contact. His 
bare hand against her bare bottom. 
His hand, hardened and 
weathered. Her bottom, soft and 
smooth, and very rarely exposed to 
male eyes. 


He put her through her basic exer- 
cises, and she failed, miserably. 
“You were warned,’ he reminded 
her. ‘I know the perfect training for 
such slovenly slothful behaviour.’ 
Her anxious eyes saw his fingers 
flexing, and followed the line of his 
gaze. Her bottom felt so terribly 
vulnerable. ‘Get that tracksuit off.’ 
It was a quiet and moderated com- 
mand. Julia knew that to disobey 
was unthinkable. He was her 
trainer. At all times, he knew best. 
She shivered, her limbs feeling cold 
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and prickled with goose-pimples, 
her face burning brightly with em- 
barrassment. Beneath her strong 
physical athletic image she was a 
girl. Soft and vulnerable, gently 
curved. God. It was awful, taking 
down those tracksuit bottoms. Peel- 
ing off her stretchy top, up over her 
head. Standing in front of him in 
Just her high-cut white pants. Julia’s 
face was flushed as she held out 
her redundant clothes to him. ‘You 
will do as | say.’ It was one of his 
familiar phrases. ‘| am your career.’ 
She knew it was the truth. Should 
he discard her, she knew she would 
be finished. Just another failed 
athlete with no hope and no reputa- 
tion. She remembered the first 
words he had ever said to her, 
when she had stood before him at 
that tender teenage time. ‘Your 
commitment is total. | will tell you 
when to breathe, when to eat, when 
to blink. You disobey and you're 
out. Finished.’ She had smiled at 
him then, and nodded pleasantly, 
demonstrating her enthusiasm. On- 
ly later has she realised the implica- 
tion. He intended to do exactly what 
he felt was right for her. ‘Are you 
a virgin?’ The question had been 
so forthright. She had garbled her 
reply, wondering whether he believ- 
ed her. ‘How often?’ The blush 
across her face had burned crim- 
son. She had shaken her head. 
“No. You mustn’t think that |...’ 
Now, standing there in the archway 
between the corridor and the emp- 
ty room, she felt so shivery and 
vulnerable. And her breasts were 
causing a problem. et 


Her boyfriend-Had held her very 
close, his lips gently pressing 
against her cheek. ‘You’re 
beautiful,’ he had whispered. 
“You're very beautiful.’ His hands 
had slipped beneath her tee-shirt, 
to hold her warm lithe body. His 
eager young eyes had already 
observed that she had discarded 
her bra. The soft but firm round- 
ness of her breasts pressed out- 
wards against the thin cotton. Her 
firm-pointed nipples were quite 
clearly defined. She relaxed against 
him, soft and responsive, as he 
eased her tee-shirt over her head, 
revealing that strong lithe figure. 
Cupping those warm gently- 
proportioned breasts in his hands, 
squeezing them, manipulating the 
dark pink tips until they stood pro- 
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ud and firm. And then his lips 
against them, softly provoking 
them... 


Another shiver coarsed through her 
body. His eyes, staring at her. Her 
breasts, becoming a real embar- 
rassment now. Female athletes 
often experienced the problem as 
they reached that point of max- 
imum exertion. As the blood 
pumped through their veins, their 
muscles pushed to the ultimate 
degree of performance. A girl's 
breasts would flush, round and 
firm, nipples standing erect. Sen- 
sitive to the touch. Responsive to 
any caress. Even the coarse texture 
of her tracksuit top had been 
enough to trigger the response. No 
matter what she did, or where she 
cast her eyes, those breasts of hers 
would stand proud. Almost inviting 
him. Worst of all, she knew all 
about his experience. He knew all 
about young girls. He could read 
their breasts. 


There is a cane in his hand. It is thin 
and long and yellow. It seems 
almost to have a life of its own as 
it quivers, vibrant in his fingers. 
‘Legs apart. Hands above your, 
head. Stretch, young lady. Stretch!” 
His experienced eyes appraise her 
youthful figure. Her$kin is smooth, 
shining a little with the perspiration 


„of fear. Almost perfect. But that lithe 


slim form could so easily run out of 
control. Julia needed his firm hand. 
He told her to turn round and face 
into the room. ‘Pull your pants up, 
you stupid girl. Right up.’ She turn- 
ed to look at him, innocently quiz- 
zical. Pull her pants up? They were 
so small and skimpy. How could 
she pull them up any further? 
Eager hands came to her 
assistance with the answer, pulling 
the narrow band of light fabric right 
nto her dark cleft, his strength 
almost lifting her off the ground. 


There was something so very pert 
and foolish about Sonia’s bottom. 
He stood back, almost a smile curl- 
ing his thin lips. Yes. There was 
something vaguely amusing about 
a healthy suntanned girl with just 
One tell-tale triangle of pale flesh. 
“Get your pants off, you stupid girl.’ 
A few seconds later, his suspicion 
was confirmed. The most minute 
and tantalising triangle of pale 
peach flesh, where very small bikini 


pants had protected her modesty 
from the sun. His large hand cup- 
ped the region and she squealed 
in surprise. It was obvious she 
didn’t mind baring her breasts. 
They were smoothly suntanned. 
Just her bottom, and then, only the 
most intimate curves. Silently he 
promised himself that the pale bot- 
tom cheeks would be well-tanned 
before the day was out. 


No. Now was not the time for exer- 
cise. Now was the time for thought 
and consideration. Julia stood in 
silence, waiting for his next direc- 
tion, her bottom bared before his 
eyes for the very first time. Of 
course, he had smacked her 
before, but never without the pro- 
tection of her knickers or running 
shorts. He had really tanned her 


once, with the sole of his large | 


leather sandal, kept in the top 
drawer of his desk for just such an 
occasion. Across thin shorts, the 
hard leather had really stung. She 
had jumped, lithely at every stroke. 
‘You jump when | tell you to,’ he 
had told her. And just to prove his 
own. fitness, he had chased her 
around the empty race track, slip- 
per in hand, her limbs pumping 
hard, muscles rippling, bottom 
wobbling, cheek against cheek, 
beneath very thin shorts, the san- 
dal hovering very close. Whack 
after whack had improved her per- 
formance. There were tears in her 
eyes, long before she reached the 
finishing pose. 


He tapped the thin yellow stick 
against his leg. ‘I am going to cane 
you. After we have considered your 
performance to date...’ He prodd- 
ed the pale area of one bottom 
cheek with the tip of the cane. It 
wouldn’t be so pale after he had 
finished with her. His favoured 
punishment for minor slackness 
was a really sound smacking 
across the thinnest knickers she 
could find. A dozen sound smacks, 
with Julia stretched across his lap. 
Then pants pulled down to assess 
the damage. Feeling the radiant 
heat from the crimson bottom 
cheeks. Pants pulled up again, 
right up, tightly into the cleft, so her 
upper thighs were bare, and the 
greater area of her buttocks. 
Another dozen smacks, alternating 
one side and then the other. 
Knickers down again for another in- 


o 


spection. All the time, Julia would 
be squealing her protest. Promis- 
ing to do better. Then pleading with 
him to stop, trim white running 
shoes drumming against the floor. 


After one particularly sound spank- 
ing Julia had ‘lost’ all her thin 
knickers. He had found it difficult 
to surpress a smile as she told him. 
“Oh dear,' he said, mockingly. 
‘Never mind.’ She had a second 
smacking within the space of twen- 
ty four hours, across a pair of 
Knickers he provided for the 
occasion. 


He turned her to face the doorpost, 
the thin bamboo pressing against 
her bottom. ‘Your performance will 
improve, Julia. Or you will be in 
serious trouble. He raised his left 
hand and pressed it against the 
lowest softest part of her tummy, 
his fingers trespassing downwards, 
pushing her outwards and away 


| from the wall. ‘Bottom out, young 


lady. Right out.’ The same creep- 


١ ing fingers made her part her legs. 


‘Wider,’ he murmured, as she 
shuffled her feet. ‘Six days before 
the championship.’ He tapped her 
bottom slowly, six times, watching 
the cheeks wobble. She flinched, 
wondering if the next tap of the 
cane would be a real stroke. ‘Now 
you don’t want me to cane you 
every day. for six days, do you?’ 
She shook her head fervently. He 


| promised her a personal coaching 


session. A session she had never 
experienced before. The entire 
resources of the gym to herself. 
Just the gym, her trainer and his 
cane. He listed each aspect of the 
planned training schedule. And 
how he would apply his cane if her 
performance fell short of the re- 
quired standard. Against the 
wallbars, arms clutching the 
highest bar and legs wide apart. 
Face down, body tightly. curved 
over the vaulting horse. Or touching 
her toes over a conveniently-sited 
hurdle. A long hard session of ex- 
ercise and concentration. And with 
Julia totally undressed, bottom 
bared, ready for the cane’s 
application. 


‘Come with me.’ He pointed with 
the cane across the room to the’ 
window. She followed, with a 
frightened curious expression on 
her face. ‘Look.’ He used the thin 
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bamboo again to direct her atten- 
tion, out of the window and across 
the gardens to the neighbouring 
‘establishment. “Mrs Cooke shares 
my approach to physical training." 
In the adjacent tennis court 
‘overlooked only by the first floor 
windows at this one end of the 
building, two girs were receiving in- 
struction, It was easy to see the 
cane marks traced across the 
nearer girl's bottom, because 
neither giri was wearing a single 
stitch of clothing. ‘Both those giris 
were caned last evening,” he told 
Julia. “And after their practice is 
over, they will be caned again 

Julia leaned forward, her own 
nakedness almost forgotten, as she 
Stared at the two bare figures, The 
fone who was now serving had a 
figure not dissimilar to her own, 
though her breasts were bigger, 
and were bouncing around as she 
Jumped. The other girl was slim and 
petite, with a perfectly curved, softly 
shaped bottom, bearing the tracery 
of a caning. ‘Poor gir,” she 
whispered to herself. He heard her 
words. “Explain yourself She stut- 
tered. Well..she's such a..a linie 
801.1 must have hur terribly..." He 
Ted her back into the centre area of 
the room. ‘Nonsense, gi. Physical 
ly. she is stronger and fiter than 
you. If you worked as hard as she 
does, your bottom might adopt 
Slightly less weightier contours, 

Julia blushed, his eyes, again 
Surveying her bareness. ‘In any 
case, each trainee here, and at Mrs 
‘Cooke's establishment is treated as 
an individual.” She nodded. In- 
dividual training. Individual tuition, 
Individual punishments. 'I never 
cane two giris in the same way, he 
told her. "And when | cane you, it 
will be after due consideration to 
your slackness, poor performance, 
reluctance to knuckle down to real 
‘concentrated effot..and the shape 
and size of your bottom. 


No room is silent. Julia stood 
waiting, Arms stretched high above 

her. The floorboards creaked as 

she shifted her weight from one foot 

to the other. A cricket or perhaps 

a moth struck the window. The 

shafts of sunlight caused the door 

timbers to groan as they expand- 

ed in the heat. Outside, just beyond 

the extent of her vision, the two ten- 

nis girls had been called in. She 

had heard a whistle. She wondered 

where they would be. In an adja- 

cent room perhaps? On the other 

Side of the wall? Naked, like herself. 

Waiting to be punished. Bending ME 
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down, hands touching toes? Or 
standing still, legs apart, bottom 
pushed out, their thighs’ aching, 
How many strokes would they get, 
she wondered. Perhaps the Digger 
girl would be given more because 
She had more flesh to absorb the 
strokes? She shivered, her own 
bottom feeling much bigger than it 
should. Perhaps the cane hurts 
more when applied to a bigger bot- 
tom. More surface area for the 
cane. A longer length of cold thin 
bamboo in painful contact with 
girlish bottom flesh. Yes. Perhaps 
the big girls got the worst of it. 


He heard his footsteps in the 
distance. Seemingly a long way 
away. Precise measured paces ap- 
proaching. Occasionally, swing 
doors opening and shutting. The 
tap-tap-tap of the cane upon the til- 
ed corridor floors. She froze. He 
had left her to think about her 
future, Now he was returning to 
await her decision. There was no 
Sound from next door. Perhaps the 

‚nis giris had been given a se- 
cond chance. She shook her head 


And chided herself. No. How stupid 
bf her. No girl was ever given a se- 
ond chance like that. Punishment 
irst. Then a second chance. She 
Bupposed they must have been 
aned somewhere on the far side 
pf their building. She knew there 

as a good chance someone would 

¡ear her own caning. He was open- 
ng the windows now. Telling her 
hat the room needed fresh air. 

ulia found herself taking deep 
breaths, limbering up, preparing for 
la race, or for something equally 
strenuous. He flexed the cane in his 
hands. Yes. This would be quite 
strenuous. There would be a lot of 
deep breathing. Plenty of taut 
muscles taking the strain. Julia was 
going to be caned. After smackings 
and slipperings had apparently pro- 
mpted no improvement, a caning 
was called for. He raised the stick, 
positioning himself carefully, check- 
ing his aim across the fullness of 
her bottom cheeks. It was hard be- 
ing a champion. Being the very 
best. Staying the very best. ‘One 
A day you will thank me for this,’ he 
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THE BOTTOM LINE 


I've arranged for you to see Mr 
Singley at four, Sarah, he'll be free 
then. He likes to see every new 
member of the staff as soon as they 
arrive” Mrs Ramond smiled at 
Sarah, came close and briefly gave 
her arm a light squeeze. ‘Im sure 
you're going to fitin just fine here.” 


She would be perhaps 30, Sarah 
Amlield thought, young to be 
matron of a large hospital depart- 
ment, a good-looking woman with 
lustrous dark eyes and a full-bodied 
but firm figure under her starched 
uniform. Sarah herself was taller 
and slimmer and at 23 presumably 
some six or seven years younger. 
A secondment from her previous 
post had been recommended to her 
as a good career move. But what 
Sarah Amfield didn't know were the 
circumstances which prompted that 
recommendation. If she had been 
{ald she would not have believed it 
She would certainly have been 
‘more apprehensive of this meeting 
with Mr Singley, her new admin 
head. 


Sarah wouid have been surprised 
to know that though she had not ac- 
tually met Mr Singley she had been 
in close physical proximity, in a lift 
at her previous St. Margaret's. And 
Mr Singley had then followed her 
down the corridor. Not so close, not 
inches away, because for one thing 
at that close range a man could not 
properly see and appreciate the 
View. The view of Nurse Sarah Am- 
field's rear aspect. Of her bottom 
especially. Sarah Amfield was tall 
and slim but her bottom was well 
founded so that with the slim rest 
‘of her it could appear enticingly pro- 
minent to the appreciative male 
eye, Certainly to Martin Singley's 
eyes, 


He had followed her along the cor- 
ridor. Observing with keen ap- 
preciation the ripe sway of those 
Fear quarters under the wellironed 
skirt. After which Mr Singley had 
had a word with his opposite 
number at St. Magaret's. A few 
words, a little sardonic male 
Taughter..and Sarah Amfiold had 
duly received her recommendation 
for a transfer. Naturally she knew 
nothing of this. And Mrs Ramond? 
Did Mrs Ramond with those 
lustrous appraising eyes know? 


How did you go about doing what 
you wanted to do if you were Mar- 
tin Singley” It might be thought to 
pose a serious problem, but not for 
Mr Singley. He simply told Saran 
‘Amfield what he wanted to do. 
Simply placed his cards on the 
table. Told her and then, smiling 
Iy, told her that what he had just 
said he wanted to do, he hadn't 
really said of course. He had never 
said it. But of course he had said 
it and he did want to do it. Did 
Nurse Amfield understand? And 
the obvious and sensible thing for 
Nurse Amfield to do was to be sen- 
sible and co-operative. It would be 
very silly to make a fuss. Because 
it wasn't really anything to get ex 
cited about. 


Sarah naturally had difficulty believ- 
ing her ears — believing that Mr 
Singley could have said it. She 
wouldn't be dreaming this, would 
she? Dreaming that she was here 
in Mr Singley's room for her inter- 
View withthe admin head and after 
five minutes general chat he had 


simply said that. He would like to 
cane her bottom. No, he couldn't 
have said it. she must be dreaming. 


Mr Singley who had been leaning 
against his desk stepped forward 
and lightly squeezed Sarah's arm 
coincidentally rather like Mrs Ra. 
mond had briefly done earlier in the 
afternoon, Sarah was sure she 
wasn't really dreaming, it was a real 
hand on her arm. Maybe she had 
had a mental abberation then, im 
agining he had said it 


Softly Mr Singley said, ‘It will be a 
secret between the two of us of 
course. Naturally. So there's 
nothing to worry about, is there? It's 
simply that you've got such a 
marvellous bottom | really feel I've 
¿otto cane it. We can say its in the 
Interests of discipline if you like. So 
that our lovely new member of staff 
gets off on the right foot as it were. 


He had sald it. Conscious now that 
her lace was pink, perhaps even 
bright red, Sarah knew that Mr 


Singley had said it. Not a dream or 
a mental abberation. She was 
weakly shaking her head. 


Mr Singley was still smiling. His 
hand still on her arm. ‘I know you're 
going to be sensible and co- 
operate, Sarah. As | say this is all 
private and confidential. And we 
both want a nice happy and co- 
operative relationship, don’t we? | 
mean we wouldn't want any 
adverse markings on our reports, 
would we?’ 


That was a blackmail threat. A nak- 
ed blackmail threat. Because of 
course a nurse didn’t want adverse 
markings, it would affect her whole 
career. And what he had said 
earlier, what Sarah had thought she 
had imagined: if she made a com- 
plaint Mr Singley would simply 
deny it. Deny he had ever made 
such a suggestion. She would be 
just a silly hysterical young nurse 
making a wild and ridiculous allega- 
tion. That would be the end of any 
career. Mr Singley’s soft voice said, 


‘So we're not going to be silly, are 
we, Sarah? Turn round please.” 


What did you do? What could you 
do? Slap his face? Walk out? Go 
and tell Mrs Ramond? You knew 
you couldn’t do any of those things. 
All you could do...With her heart 
now thudding, her breathing all at 
once gaspy, Sarah turned...to pre- 
sent to Mr Singley her back. Or 
more to the point, her bottom... 


Her breath came hissing out as his 
hand took hold of it. Cupping one 
of those ripe cheeks which had 
swayed so enticingly in the St. 
Margaret’s uniform. Now in the 
navy blue of St. Oswald’s and of 
course equally enticing, mouth- 
watering. Ripe, firm, warm flesh in 
evidently only a pair of thin knickers 
underneath. Soft and resilient live 
flesh. Cupping, and jiggling slight- 
ly, the hand with its fingers sliding 
in the cleft between this and the 
other cheek. Jiggling it gently as 
perhaps a person might at the 
market assessing the quality of a 
firm but fleshy fruit of some sort. 


` Sarah feels faint, sick. It is not 


believable that she is standing here 
letting Mr Singley handle her bot- 
tom like this. But it has to be believ- 
ed because it is happening. 
‘Marvellous,’ he murmurs. And 
then, ‘We'll do it now. | really have 
to. | can’t wait.’ 


The hand clasping Sarah’s bottom- 
cheek gives an extra squeeze, 
fingers digging even deeper into 
the cleft. Mr Singley lets go. He is 
walking over to the door. Sarah’s 
head is throbbing, the room seems 
to be rolling about. Mr Singley is 
turning the lock in the door. She 
closes her eyes. Moments later he 
is back. With now a cane in his 
hand. Sarah shakes her head. This 
has to be some sort of dream, or 
nightmare, it is impossible to 
believe she can be here in her new 
post at St Oswald’s Hospital, her 
first day, with outside that locked 
door other nurses, Mrs Ramond, 
her new colleagues...while here is 
Mr Singley with a cane in his hand. 
‘In the interest of discipline...’ 


In the nightmare, because she has 
no choice, there is nothing else she 
can do but accept what Mr Singley 
wants, Sarah does it. Hands which 
don’t really seem to belong to her 
awkwardly fumble the starched 
blue skirt up over legs — trembly- 
kneed, seemingly about to collapse 
— that also don’t seem to belong 
to her. Up above these knees to the 
white-nyloned thighs; to the taut 
rims of the nylons where they are 
fastened by the clasps of a white 
suspender belt. On up, in response 
to Mr Singley’s further urgings, 
revealing the pale slim thighs which 
the suspender straps traverse, to 
finally the brief tight knickers, blue- 
patterned on white. 


Mr Singley’s hand gropes the 
tightly-knickered bottom, as 
moments earlier he has groped it 
through the extra layer of skirt. 
Then having placed the cane on his 
desk his two hands are grasping 
the waistband of the blue-and-white 
knickers. One hand on each hip 
slides them down, to the tops of the 
white stockings. This has happen- 
ed and Sarah’s head is in such a 
state, her mind zapped, that she is 
only half aware of what is happen- 
ing. Mr Singley’s hands now on her 
bare bottom, though, are a further 
mind-zapping touch of shocking 
reality. Mr Singley is telling her to 
bend over. Somewhere in Sarah’s 
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zapped head it tells her she can’t, 
she won't, even at this late stage 
But other parts in her head know 
she has no choice and anyway she 
is too shocked, numbed, to even try 
to refuse. Mr Singley's hands are 
bending her over, from her waist, 
and she is not resisting. 


‘Just hold still. It won't really hurt...’ 


Sarah is not sure if her feet are on 
the ground, if she is actually walk- 
ing, or not. She is not sure of 
anything...except her poor bottom. 
It is red hot 


Sending out red hot pulses of pain 
still. ‘It won't really hurt...” Mr 
Singley said...and then he must 
have whipped that cane down just 
as hard as he could. The cane feel- 
ing as if it was cutting her in two 
How many times? Sarah didn’t 
know how many times. He just kept 
on. ‘One more...keep in position.’ 
And then it would be another. And 
after that. 


“Sarah! Come and have a cup of 
tea.’ 


Itis Mrs Ramond. Matron. Sudden- 
ly here in the corridor leading from 
Mr Singley's room, that dreadful 
nightmare room. Those lustrous 
dark eyes, eager, intent looking 
‘Have you had a nice chat with Mr 
Singley? You must come and tell 
me 


Sarah doesn’t want to talk to 
anyone, or see anyone. She wants 
to hide away in a tiny corner 
somewhere. And in fact she is off- 
duty now, she remembers, she can 
go back to her room or off, away, 
anywhere. It is difficult to remember 
anything after what has happened. 
And there is that other dreadful 
thought: what if Mr Singley wants 
to do it again? Is he going to be 
satisfied with doing it this once...or 
will it simply give him an appetite 
for wanting more. He has done it 
once — simply, unbelievably done 
it — and what is to stop him doing 
it again? 


Sarah doesn’t want to go with Mrs 
Ramond but she is going 
nonetheless. There doesn’t seem 
any way to say no, not politely. And 
Mrs Ramond is the matron, Sarah’s 
boss here at St. Oswald’s. She 
can’t continue here at St. Oswald’s 
not with Mr Singley. Can she re- 


quest a transfer back? But not 
when she has only just started, 


They are back in Mrs Ramond's 


room again 


Where earlier this 


afternoon Mrs Ramond was 
welcoming Sarah — and telling her 
about the meeting arranged with Mr 
Singley. It has all been a nightmare 
since, the worst nightmare you 


could ever imagine. Mrs Ramond 
has come close. Those big dark 
eyes... You must call me Elizabeth, 
Sarah. Because we're going to be 
fends, aren't we? Did it hurt a lot? 


Mr Singley...? 


Itis like when Mr Singley first said 
it. About the cane. Sarah can't 
believe what Mrs Ramond has said 
or doesn't want to believe it. With 
those big eyes close now Mrs Ra: 
mond says, ‘Have you had it 
before, Sarah dear? The cane? 


‘Sarah doesn't answer, only a litle. 
dazed shake of her head. Mrs Ra- 
mond knows. As this realisation 
floods into her head Mrs Ramond 


(Call me Elizabeth’) closes in 
Takes hold of Sarah, Embracing 
her. Her mouth is on Sarah's. She 
tries to turn her head but Mrs Ra- 
mond hand is there firmly holding 
it. Sarah has to take the kiss, a 
voluptuous, aggressive kiss, 
Elizabeth Ramond's ripe, full mouth 
forcing Sarah's mouth open. Sarah 
can't breath. Mrs Ramond's tongue 
like some invasive creature isin her 
mouth. There is exactly the same 
feeling of shock, devastation, as 


with what happened in Mr Singley's 


At last Mrs Ramond's mouth 
breaks away. Lovely, she breaths, 
You're lovely, Sarah. And now you 
must show me, What Mr Singley 
did, To your poor bottom. Come 


Elizabeth Ramond's strong arms 
are turning Sarah. Grabbing up her 
skirt 


LETTERS 


Dear Sir, 
I write on the adoption theme. 


Here enclosed you see the photo of 
an Italian girl (18 years old), nam- 
ed Rosalba. This is the daughter of 
an important person in my city and 
she is accustomed to give oneself 
airs. Rosalba is an impertinent and 
insolent little tart. 


How to deal with a such pro- 
vocative and impudent little gir? 


Readers, please, tell me how to 
cure Rosalba... 


Yours sincerely, 


Frank Messina, Italy 


(More from Frank in Blushes 
46!) 


LETTERS 


Dear Sirs, 


The plea to see Black bottoms can- 
ed (K.D. in Supplement 28, and 
many others before and since) is 
one that is likely to rise in intensi: 
ty with the Olympics upon us. 
Remember Los Angeles, 1984, and 
all those bulbous black sprinters? 
Evelyn Ashford, Valerie Brisco, 
Florence Griffiths from the USA, 
plus an international array of black 
bum-flesh including our own 
Heather Oakes and Simone Jacobs. 
Let’s hope the coverage from 
Korea does justice to the assembl- 
ed ass and doesn’t shrink from giv- 
ing us a good eyeful — especially 
at the end of races, when shorts and 
leotards have stretched upwards, 
into the arse-cleft and left expanses 
of rolling cheek on display. 


I do hope you are going to provide 
us with appropriate pictures of 
dusky rumps squirming under the 
repeated impact of malacca, or 
cringing help! as thick leather 
thwacks in. I wish I could be con- 
fident; the chances of seeing a new 
model or even a new photograph 
in any of your magazines at pre- 
sent seem pretty remote! 


Perhaps you could really come up 
trumps and do a sequence with a 
black athlete in and out of a stret- 
chy leotard. 


One of my favourites is our 18 year 
old long jumper, Fiona May. She'd 
be for the high jump if I had my 
way! What a target her bottom 
would provide for three dozen 
sizzling cuts of the cane. 


Come on Blushes! Pay attention to 
your readers. Let’s have some new 
photos, some more biting stories 
(with lots of humiliation) and let’s 
see some black girls subjected to 
real severity. 


Hope springs eternal... 

H.T. 
Editor: Taking your comments in- 
to consideration, this issue should 


be encouraging as will our next 
Blushes Issue 46!! 


LETTERS 


Dear Sir, 


I have been regularly spanked by 
my step-Aunty Barbara since I was 
16, Lam now 19. The first time 
was when I had popped in to see 
her. As I was bringing the coffee 
through from the kitchen 1 spilt 
some on the carpet. ‘Oh you are 
clumsy Ingrid,’ she said. ‘I ought 
to spank you.” 


‘Go on then,” I said though I never 
thought she would. 


“Put the coffee down,’ she said so 
I did and then she grabbed me, put 
me over her knee and spanked me. 


I now see her once or twice a week 
and I always get spanked. Aunty 
likes me to dress up when I’m there 
and so I’ve got two outfits. One is 
my old school uniform, except that 
under my blouse I don’t wear a bra 
and Aunty has shortened my skirt 
so that the tops of my stockings 
show. She also bought me a shiny 
black maids dress which is very 
short indeed and with it I wear 
black suspenders and stockings. I 
do Aunty’s housework for an hour 
or two and then she inspects it and 
always finds fault with it and so I 
get a good spanking on my bottom. 
Aunty likes to wear leather skirts 
and jackets and boots and shoes 
with very high class heels and if 
I've been very naughty I have to 
lick her boots as well before I’m 
spanked. But we always make up 
afterwards. Sometimes on Satur- 
days we go out and when we do I 
wear a pair of extremely tight 
leather trousers with only a very 
brief pair of knickers so that Aun- 
ty can smack me when we're out 
which she does all the time 


Yours, 
Ingrid Rogers 


Dear Sirs, 


I have been reading Uniform Girls 
with more than the usual interest 
of many others. The stories regar- 
ding the young woman in the ar- 
my could easily have been an ex- 
perience I suffered. I was a con- 
scripted Army girl, and I could not 
even begin to like the idea of wear- 
ing those awful army issue 
knickers. The men in the army us- 
ed to call them passion killers. 
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They were all of that. The elastic 
round the knicker legs would cut 
into a girl's thighs so tightly that 
any man putting his hand up them 
would soon be frustrated by the fact 
that the elastic itself would grip his 
wrist so tightly that his hand would 
‘go to sleep’ by the lack of blood 
getting through to his fingers. 


I remember one evening, I had a 
date with a dishy lance corporal. 
No way was I going to end up 
frustrated so I changed my army 
knickers for a pair of cotton type. 
Loose and certainly more attractive 
to see than those awful issue type. 
I got issue type when I went to 
book out of camp that evening. A 
female sergeant was in the guar- 
droom and she had a mirror on the 
end of a long stick. This is ab- 
solutely true. She thrust this long 
stick down between my ankles and 
could see that I was improperly 
dressed. She hauled me into a small 
cell in the guardroom and I had to 
remove the offending garment. 
Then she made me bend over, with 
my uniform skirt hauled all the way 
up over my bare bottom. She gave 
me six whacks across my bottom 
and I yelled after each stroke. It did 
not help my shame one little bit 
when I saw the male members of 
the guardroom all laughing when 
I scuttled out. I was still holding 
my own idea of undies in my hand 
as I rushed back to the barrack 
room. 


Edna Dudeny, Ipswich 


Editor: Yes, Edna, my parents us- 
ed to tell me about those awful un- 
dies. Yet, you know, there is quite 
a large following for the old type 
knicks. 


Dear Sir, 


I feel that I must write and thank 
you for the recent edition of 
Blushes and also the full treatment 
the magazine is giving to the sub- 
ject of CP as meted out to attrac- 
tive bottomed ladies. 


My young lady walked out on me 
six months ago. She discovered my 
own collection of magazines when 
she was nosing round the flat dur- 
ing my absence and she went 
berserk when I returned. I did not 
make much of a production of it, 
but when she said it was ‘either 
those mags go or I do,’ then the 


choice was obvious. 
I helped her bag her bags!! 
Ken Young, Lewes 


Editor: Quite right too: But we 
think you may have saved the day 
if you had shown as much resolu- 
tion and put her over your knee. 
You may still have had your young 
lady too! 


Dear Editor, 


I felt I must reply to a letter 
published in issue 27 of ‘Uniform 
Girls’. Half of it I completely agree 
with — the other half I completely 
disagree with! 


You are criticised for having 
published a letter from A.W. in 
‘Supplement 28° in which a 
thorough roasting is given to the 
young British skater, Joanne Con- 
way. I need only say that this par- 
ticular letter was the reason I 
bought that issue — the headline 
AN OPEN LETTER TO 
JOANNE CONWAY immediate- 
ly took my attention in the shop, 
and as I scanned it I had to make 
a hurried purchase before my 
burgeoning erection became too 
obvious! 


Not only is this letter arousing it 
is also hila s — and extremely 
accurate ii cynical analysis of 
Ms Conway’s technique and direct 
criticism of her figure. I wish girls 
were exposed to this sort of no- 
holds-barred comment more often. 
I'm sure A.W. would not disagree 
with the writer in ‘Uniform Girls’ 
that caning is the way to wring 
tears from schoolgirls. However, 
why eschew other methods? Ideally 
they should be caned and subjected 
to plenty of other humiliating and 
demoralising treatment. It is a 
mark of ‘Blushes’ success that we 
now appreciate a whole realm of 
exploitation of vulnerable young 
girls. I think you were the first to 
shift the emphasis from matter-of- 
fact descriptions of perfunctory 
slappings and to dwell pleasingly 
on the wholesale delights of 
manipulating a girl’s emotions, us- 
ing her as a source of amusement 
and sexual gratification, enjoying 
her pain and her distress, and look- 
ing for ways of making things 
worse for her. Perhaps we have at 
long last seen the back of such out- 


moded concepts as chivalry, and if 
so, long live the age of ruthless 
exploitation! 


A.W.’s letter was a splendid exam- 
ple of the kind of thing I would 
hope to find in your magazines. It 
certainly brightened a somewhat 
tame issue, with warmed-over 
photographs and some of those 
ghastly stories of the female 
masochism genre. Let’s here from 
you again, A.W., and anyone else 
who would like to try the open let- 
ter format to castigate an unsuspec- 
ting celebrity. 


However, the same writer who ob- 
jected to the skating letter goes on 
to plead for black bums under the 
lash, and in particular asks what 
happened to the Nigerian head- 
master who promised us ‘eviden- 
tial’ photos of his pupils. I also rate 
the Nigerian letter as the most 
wonderful thing you have ever 
published — a record of genuine, 
severe caning, obiously enjoyed to 
the full by the headmaster and his 
entourage. 17 nubile bums flogg- 
ed every week, plus the less serious 
classroom canings carried out by 
the rest of the staff! It would be 
marvellous if you could assist him 
in his determination to further ‘ex- 
ploit’ the girls by publishing photos 
and further letters from him. It 
would be terrific to have pictures 
of specific girls with their names 
and a precise description of their 
floggings, preferably expressed in 
the most lascivious terms. What 
would the girls think if they 
thought their suffering was being 
presented as entertainment for men 
to gloat over in another continent? 
K. O’B (the headmaster) hints that 
he might even be able to send 
photos of their wealed arses. I cer- 
tainly hope this matter is not clos- 
ed for ever, and that we will at least 
see the sequel promised to K O’B’s 
first letter in which he will describe 
the drastic treatment meted out to 
‘young offenders’. Incidentally, 
what does that uncaptioned picture 
of a bending black girl signify on 
the letters page of Uniform Girls 
No. 27? 


Tim 
Dear Sir, 
Not many females write to your 
magazine, or if they do, they do not 


seem to occupy much space in it. 
I was born in South Africa and my 


parents were missionaries. Father 
English, ‚mother, like me South 
African, bred and born. It will 
come as no suprise to your readers 
that the South African woman is 
considered to have to be the 
epitome of respectful behaviour 
and she certainly does not, nor 
would she expect to get away with 
any improprietory. When I was just 
twenty one years of age, I married 
a retired Schoolmaster of forty 
eight years but Edward was a real 
handsome man, sophisticated and 
has just the right amount of per- 
sonal diminance that my father and 
mother looked for in a man, Ed- 
ward was strictly a ‘no-nonsense’ 
character. 


Believe it or not, (a little research 
will prove that what I am saying 
is true), a man may physically 
punish his wife in South Africa 
with a cane so long as it is no 
thicker than his little finger. 


Despite the qualities of my parents 
and the strict environment that they 
lived in, I have to admit that I was 
considered sometimes to be a lit- 
tle tear away...a rip, they called 
me. 


But Edward was about to change 
all that! Within a month of marry- 
ing him he found an excuse to let 
me know of his displeasure and 
produced the thinner than his lit- 
tle finger cane. I found the sight of 
this instrument rather awesome and 
I sat there as David lectured me but 
could not take my eyes from it. 
And there was no doubt that the 
fear I felt for the cane itself, there 
was also tempering the shame that 
Thad was also the odd reaction that 
I was completely defenceless to 
prevent him from giving me what 
I so justly deserved. For the first 
time in my life, I realised I was go- 
ing to be physically punished. 
What I had not been ready for was 
the method, place and time. I was 
told to go to the bedroom and strip. 
Every stitch would have to come 
off and his voice prevented any 
argument whatsoever. It was the 
strangest of emotions waiting in the 
bedroom after removing all my 
clothes. Naked and waiting. Usual- 
ly Edward and I made love in the 
dark. It was when he came into the 
room that all thoughts of proper 
decency regarding my body were 
to be erased. With the cane he 
pointed to the end of the bed and 
told me to kneel there. Not on the 


floor but on the end of the mattress. 
Then I had to bend right over to 
put my forehead on the covers so 
that my nether regions were most 
indecently rounded, bared and 
thrusting up and back from me. 


Only a person who has been so 
shamefully posed will realise just 
how helpless a woman can feel in 
such a projected state of humilia- 
tion. There was no more lectures, 
but there was certainly plenty of 
stinging strokes from the stick! 


There was also plenty of shrieking 
responses too...I think he gave me 
some twelve or it might have been 
more strokes, but like many 
women have reported before, the 
experience of that caning caused 
me to have greater affection and 
love for the man who had manag- 
ed to lay them across my bare bot- 
tom. I clung to him in the bed that 
night and the love making was a 
superb revealation of what his 
dominance was able to ignite 
within my body. As he rocked 
gently inside me, I swore complete 
obedience to him at any time...and 
this oathing reaction from my 
mouth helped me to picture in my 
mind the perfect state of obedient 
woman that I started to swear I 
would always give him. 


Living in England now has not 
altered anything at all. He enjoys 
me reading out loud to him from 
the Blushes magazine and instead 
of him looking at the pictorial back 
up photographs, he makes me pose 
as the model in each story is do- 
ing. It is a twist on anything I have 
ever read about, but the sensations 
that fill us are tantamount to crazy 
heat. I wonder that some of your 
married readers do not get their 
wives to be so explicitly responsive 
as I am. 


Debbie C., York 
Dear Sir, 


I think I am ready too to eat hum- 
ble pie. Uniform No. 28 has as far 
as I am concerned some of the most 
stunning photography I have ever 
seen in the Blushes series. The one 
story where the photographs were 
lacking and that means they were 
conspicuous by the absence more 
than made up for the missing 
models in one of the most descrip- 
tive stories I have ever read in any 
magazines. In other words, I feel 


that when such literateral applica- 
tion is put together as well as it was 
in ‘Discipline Report,’ then 
photographed models are not miss- 
ed too much. To make up for what 
was considered a lack of pictures 
in one story, we had the perfect 
presentation of naughty young 
ladies in ‘Mr Carstairs Team.’ 
Altogether a superbly presented 
magazine and to my mind worth 
twice the price. 


The model portrayed in ‘An Ex- 
citing Day” suggests to me just te 
right sort of girl who should be 
thoroughly tanned, tawsed, caned 
and spanked until she changes that 
Took on her face. 


I like the trestle shots and also the 
stories that contain such action. 
Perhaps the model in Blushes 41 
*A Walk in the Country’ could be 
persuaded to pose for a trestle 
photographic session. She 
epitomises the real naughty girl 
both in looks and the manner in 
which she is able to make her 
shapely bottom superbly round, 
and those thighs wide open shots 
were a real dream. 


I am in agreement with the reader 
who suggested that the type of 
story line that he enjoys best is the 
one where a girl has absolutely no 
choice at all but must submit to 
whatever the man has to offer her. 
No matter how much she may not 
want to do something, she knows 
that she has no choice whatsoever 
and however humbly, meekly or 
anything else, then she feels and in- 
deed she knows there is no 
recourse but to obey the 
humiliating directions of the one 
holding the cane. 


Hope you did not mind me writing 
to put in my pennyworth of 
thoughts. 


Kenny Peters, Norwich 


Editor: Always glad to hear from 
you Kenny. Glad that you have 
changed your mind about some of 
our magazines presentation. Just 
thought we would let you know 
that we do read your letters and if 
your suggestions make sense and 
if we can get the poses you request, 
we are only too happy to do so. 
You the customer are able to let us 
know exactly what you want and 
we will always try to come up with 
the goods. 
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Two girls in a room equipped as a gym: wall bars, exer- 
cise apparatus, a horse. But the horse not used for 
vaulting, it is for something else. For bending these girls 
over — one at a time or both together — for caning. The 
two girls are in brief, tight shorts and tops — except when 
these garments, having first had holes cut in them in 
strategic places for the amusement of their instructors, are 
removed altogether. What happens in this room is enough 
to make you scream. Thank Heavens it is only a dream, a 
nightmare. You have dreamt it, one of those girls was you, 
but now you are awake. You are sweating but you are 
secure in your own bed in the world of reality. 


Yes. But what if somewhere else last night that other girl, 
the other girl in your dreams, was also having the same 
dream with you in it. What then? Is reality quite so secure? 
Or are you in a LIVING NIGHTMARE? 


A 


اهم 


Continued from page 31... 
SETTING READY FOR MR GRANMORE 


other. A boyfriend... 


“A boyfriend, Laura.” The finger is do- 
ing things. Probing Laura’s throbbing 
clitoris to be precise. ‘Do you have 
one?’ 


Laura’s mind strains. With an effort it 
reaches back to reality before this 
place: before this earth-shaking finger. 
Oh yes, she can vaguely recall. Roger. 
*Y...Yes...' She does of course have 
a boyfriend. She has promi: 
to him tonight. Her first 
Promised at that emotional parting on 
the station platform. To tell him what 
this new job is like. Her first away from 
home. What this new place is like. 
Well, she won't be able to tell this: Mr 
Simford. His hand. His finger... 


“Does he do this, Laura?’ Mr Simford’s 
soft and silky voice. As his digit con- 
tinues its busy actions. *Do you let him 
do this. Mmmm?” 


She can only produce a moaning sound. 
Laura's knees are going to collapse. 
“III wager you do. Mmmm? You let 
him do it. You let him bring you off. 
Yes? You naughty girl!” 


Hot-faced Laura is shaking her head. 
Hot-faced Laura standing here on this 
trunk and nude except for these black 
stockings and the black suspender belt, 
her knickers down round her ankles. 
Mr Simford’s words are as dreadful as 
his hand between her thighs. Mr Sim- 
ford is doing this and Laura is trembl- 
ing like a leaf, about to collapse at any 
moment...but at the same time it is get- 
ting her excited, aroused. Hot. Hotter 
than ever. As Mr Simford says... 


‘No!’ she gasps. Wildly shaking the 
thick blonde tresses. 


‘Yes you do. You let him do it. That's 
very naughty. Laura. And what do we 
do with naughty girls? We spank their 
bottoms.” 


The sun is still high in the cloudless sky 
and the air is as heavy, as sultry, as in 
that room with the red chair, the mir- 
ror, that heavy trunk on the floor. That 
trunk on which she had to stand. That 
chair in which Mr Simford sat — for 
Laura to place herself over his lap. ‘I 
think we'll have them right off now.” 
The sexy white French knickers. Mr 
Simford pulling them off over Laura’s 
stockinged feet. Before turning his at- 
tention to her taut-cheeked rear. Crisp- 
ly stinging spanks to those nude nates. 
Gasping yelps. Producing also a bright- 
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red flush to the sharply-belaboured 
flesh. 


The flush is still there, though now fad- 
ed from its initial bright redness. Now 
only pink: the colour of her ripe mouth, 
the colour also of the nipples of the 
pertly vibrant tits. "You can go out in 
the garden now,’ Mr Simford said 
when finally he'd finished. When final- 
ly he'd his his fill of her writhing rump. 
Spanking-wise that is. ‘Ill call you 
when you're needed, my dear.” 


is still without the finally remov- 

ickers. Her stockinged feet are 
now in a pair of three-inch-heeled 
pumps, but nothing else had been added 
to her outfit. So it is just the stockings 
and suspender belt with those spiky- 
heeled shoes. Out here in the garden. 


Can she really be here in this garden? 
With the heady scent of the ripe-red 
roses. The scent also of something like 
a meadow for that is what the lawn 
resembles. The grass grown rampant, 
with flower hea eeds. Daisies too 
and other weed flowers flowering. Out 
here with no sound in the heavy air 
save the droning bees. Is she dreaming? 


Laura doesn't think she is. There is a 
feeling of panicky anxiety that seems 
urgently real, not like dreaming. Out 
here in the open like this, nude virtual- 
ly. The house with its windows gaz- 
ing blandly at her. The house is empty 
but all the windows seem to be gazing 
on her bare boobs, her equally bare 
bottom and pussy. And in the other 
direction where there are shrubs, the 
trees at the end of the lawn: who might 
be lurking there, eager-eyed? Laura 
does not want to be in the house, with 
Mr Simford and his awful hands, but 
in a way it is even more scary to be 
out here like this. With the sun hot on 
our nude form and quite possibly eyes, 
hidden eyes, hot on it too. She is stan- 
ding by the roses, breathing in their 
sweet scent, one arm across trying to 
cover her trembling tits, the other in 
front of that downy blonde triangle. Is 
her dress being altered? Will she ac- 
tually be allowed to put the dress on? 
And even if she is will Mr Simford 
nonetheless be doing those things 
again? Spanking her bare bottom...and 
that other heart-stopping thing. Mr 
Granmore... 


Mr Granmore is due tomorrow. What 
will Mr Granmore be like? Will he 
know that Mr Simford had been doing 
these things? Will he perhaps be go- 
ing to do them himself? Mr Simford 
said... 

* * * 


It is as hot as yesterday, the air as 
heavy. but there is at least another 
sound now besides the quiet bumbling 
of bees. A lawn-mower. Mr Marten 
who is the gardener is now here and 
is busy attacking the rampant greenery. 
Grass seed-heads and daisies are fall- 
ing to the spinning blades. Yes Mr 
Marten is at work and Mr Granmore 
is here sitting with a book in a deck 
chair on the terrace. Laura comes out 
carrying her try with Mr Granmore's 
cool drink. Things are perhaps a little 
more normal now. In addition to the 
widening area of mown lawn Laura 
herself is dressed in what might be call- 
ed a decent manner. She has her little 
black dress on, that is. It fits very snug- 
ly, like a glove, from neck to waist. 
So tight that there is no room for a bra 
underneath, nothing in fact. Mrs 
Mingley has done a good job. The 
dress has also a very short skirt so that 
when Laura bends slightly with her tray 
at Mr Granmore's table the skirt rides 
up at the back sufficiently to reveal 
another pair of those white French 
Knickers. Mr Granmore smiles at her. 
He is younger than Mr Simford, a plea- 
sant looking gentleman, dressed this 
morning in casual slacks and open-neck 
shirt. 


‘Settling in all right, my dear?” 


She could say something of her ex- 
periences yesterday of course. This 
would perhaps be a golden opportuni- 
ty. But clearly it would not be a good 
idea. Mr Granmore is not going to want 
to listen to the complaints of a new 
young maid, not about the senior 
member of his staff, an old and trusted 
retainer. Laura nods her blonde hair. 
A deferential “Yes sir.’ 


‘Good,’ Mr Granmore smiles. ‘I’m so 
glad to hear that. I was sorry not to be 
here when you arrived. Especially now 
I can see what a pretty girl you are. 
With all that marvellous hair. Yes.’ He 
takes hold of one nyloned knee, pull- 
ing Laura a step closer. When she is 
close the hand slides up, near to her 
stocking top. 


“Yes, we'll have to get acquainted. And 
right away I think. Has Mr Simford 
given you any particular thing to do at 
this moment?’ Laura shakes her head. 
‘In that case...why don’t you go up to 
your room. I'll come up...in a few 
moments. We’ll have a chat. How will 
that be?" 


Laura can only answer. ‘Yes sir,’ of 
course. And go up to her room. It is 
on the second floor, above that room 
with the red chair where yesterday Mr 


Simford did those things. A small 
room, a maid’s room, with a narrow 
bed and a dressing table and a cupboard 
for her clothes. Out of the window, as 
from the red-chair room, you can see 
the garden and now Mr Marten still at 
work on the lawn. If she cranes her 
head Laura can see Mr Granmore — 
still sitting there sipping his drink. But 
now...he is standing up. He will be 
coming up. Here. She experiences a lit- 
tle shiver. Mr Granmore seems nice — 
but then so did Mr Simford when she 
met him yesterday. In fact he has con- 
tinued to be pleasant in other ways. It 
is just that he did those things. And now 
there is Mr Granmore, who arrived this 
morning. Perhaps Mr Granmore...the 
door opens. 


There is no lock on the door. A girl 
would not want to lock her door against 
Mr Granmore or Mr Simford. Well, 
she might want to. It is of course Mr 


Granmore who has entered. Laura pro- 
duces a nervous smile. She has that 
dream-like feeling again. She has had 
it to a certain extent ever since she ar- 
rived here yesterday afternoon. She had 
it last night lying in this little bed and 
wondering if the door was going to 
open and Mr Simford come in. To do 
things. But he didn’t. The feeling is 
back again more strongly now though, 
in this little room at the top of the 
house. With Mr Granmore. Who is sit- 
ting now on her narrow bed. And in 
a friendly voice tells her to take her 
knickers off. She is doing it. Of course. 
As with Mr Simford. Even more than 
with Mr Simford a girl must obey the 
master of the house. 


“Have you been to Venice?” he asks in 
that pleasant voice. Mr Granmore's 
hand under the short skirt where now 
there are no knickers, is on the soft 
blonde bush. Laura shakes her head. 


She is trembling of course. As with Mr 
Simford. Her soft thighs with the taut 
black suspender straps are trembling — 
as Mr Granmore tells her to part them 
a little. So that he can reach his hand 
further in...where Laura is already wet. 
The room in her dream seems to be 
swaying slightly now. This room above 
the green garden where Mr Marten is 
at work, you can hear the distant sound 
of the mower. Mr Granmore takes his 
hand away. And Laura looks 
mesmerised at what the hand is doing 
now. It is at the front of Mr Gran- 
more's trousers. *I shall have to take 
you to Venice, Laura,” he says. As he 
unzips his trousers. ‘You'll love 
Venice.” Her eyelids fluttering like but- 
terflies. She wants to look away, she 
doesn’t want to look. This has to be a 
dream. One of those awful swear- 
making dreams. As Mr Granmore pulls 
her gently forward...and tells her what 
she has to do. 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn’t you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we’ll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What’s Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT: No.15 to 2 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO’s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


